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PREFACE. 
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Beneath the hard crust of earth, deeply embedded below 
its surface, wandering in strange and curious veins, 
hidden from the human eye by huge masses of strata, 
lies the golden ore, so plentifully scattered through our 
sister colony (more sparingly bestowed upon our own), 
which needs the aid of pick and shovel to upturn, and 
disinter, and reveal — requires the hand of the diligent, 
the strength of the strong, and the wisdom of the wise 
to bring it to the light of day; how gladly is that strength 
bestowed, how is the utmost diligence expended, how is 
man's wisdom heavily taxed, and how well is all that 
care, and labour, and anxiety repaid by the brilliant 
golden nuggets obtained. 

But it is not of material gold we have written, dear 
refers, or to which we desire your attention. Our 
'' Golden Gifts '^ are not to be sought for in the surface 
of the earth ; they are around you on every side — they 
are within you — they are above ! These gifts are yours. 
Seek earnestly, seek diligently, and you shall find. 

MAUDE JEANNE FRANC. 



CONTENTS. 



OEAP. Pi.ei 

I. The New Home 1 

II. Plans and Resolyes 8 

III. Fboobess 16 

IV. Winnie . • 24 

y. Near Neighbours 32 

VI. The "Pearl OF Days" 43 

VII. Black Visitors 53 

VIII. Offence and Defence 62 

IX. Monotony and its Eestjlts 71 

X. Dukes and Ducks 80 

XI. Winnie's Flight .88 

XII. Winnie's Welcome 96 

XIII. The Tonic of Ocean Breezes 104 

XIV. More Golden Gifts furbished up . .112 
XV. Winnie's Prospects 120 

XVL Martin's Lecture 129 

XVII. Thurza's Invasion 137 

XVIII. Doings at Aland Creek 146 

XIX. Work of All Kinds 154 

XX. Winnie's Preparations . . .162 

XXI. Edith's Friendships 170 

XXII. The Visit to the "Wren's Nest " . .178 

XXIII. New Influences ... ^ .... 187 

XXIV. "Wren's Nest" Mentorship. . . 197 
XXV. Harry's First Venture 206 

XXVI. The Gold Fever 214 

XXVII. The Parting Gift 228 

XXVIII. Arcadian Doings 238 

XXIX. What Befell Ada Grey 242 

XXX. Help in Need 258 

XXXI. Thurza in Trouble 261 

XXXII. Spring 271 

XXXIIL Shadows 281 

XXXIV. Fire! Fire! . • 289 

XXXV. Beauty fob Ashes 297 

XXXVI. The Oil op Jor for Mourning 804 

XXXVII. Finale 812 



GOLDEN GIFTS; 

AN AUSTRALIAN TALB. 



^WM^rf%««^^M«A^^ 



CHAPTER I. 



THE NEW HOME. 



" Be mine the hat 
That from the monntain's side 
Yiews wilds and swelling floods." — CoLiiivs. 

Fifteen years ago, a traveller on the road to Mount Barker 
from Adelaide (and neither so near the one nor the other as to 
entirely satisfy the curiosity of our readers as to the exact site 
of our tale), deviating from what was then the main road, and 
selecting a well-beaten dray-track as his guide, would have 
passed a little slab hut, nestled away from general observation 
by clusters of trees and a large undergrowth of flowering 
shrubs peculiar to the neighbourhood. It was, as we have 
said, of small dimensions, and, like many others scattered here 
and there in the same road, of rude slab construction, with a 
rough excrescence at one end of stone and pug, terminating 
at the top with a square chimney, from which gracefully curved 
the blue wreaths of smoke, giving it an habitable appearance 
even before the front was seen. This latter, unlike many 
other colonial huts, bore the impress of civilization in the 

* * 
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2 GOLDEN GIFTS. 

shape of two neatly glazed windows — so neat indeed as to be 
almost out of place in the midst of the rough slabs — and a 
door of regular English formation, which rather oddly con- 
ti*asted with the whole character of the tenement Windows 
and doors evidently enjoyed a character of their own, and per- 
haps at the same time stamped somewhat of the character 
of their inmates. 

At the period we have mentioned, when travellers to Mount 
Barker and beyond were rather rarer objects than at the 
present time — when the rough mail cart attempted difficulties 
that no slighter vehicle could have mastered, and the pas- 
sengers therein, provided they arrived at their journey's end 
without let or accident, did so at the expense of a severe 
shaking of bone and taxing of muscle — this little sjab hut was a 
new erection, merely the growth of a few weeks. 

The erectors thereof were a study in themselves — a tall, 
well- developed young man of some four or five and twenty, 
and a slender youth of fourteen. Brothers they evidently 
were — the colour of hair and eyes, and even of complexion, 
told that ; though on the younger of the two the rose tint — 
birth only of an English climate — bloomed fairly on cheek and 
lip. With hands all unused to the work, they had lifted those 
rude slabs ; for on what had evidently been smooth and 
delicate skin, manjr abrasions were already visible ; but will 
had evidently made' up for want of strength and muscle and 
aptitude, for slowly and surely slab was added to slab, eked 
out by the rounded trunks of young trees, whose slight base 
afibrded less work for the wielding of the axe. The chimney 
grew like a monstrous mushroom at the end of the building ; 
interstices were carefully filled by a mixture of chopped straw 
and mud, and then was added the roof — slender poles cut from 
the surrounding scrub, and bound together with tarred rope, 
were laboriously raised to their proper resting-places. It was 
no child's play to strong and well-accustomed hands ; to those 
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80 little tutored in the paths of labour it was labour indeed; 
but the spirit of the elder one was dominant, and that of the 
younger followed suit, and up went the roof at last, a finished 
structure.' 

Not much difficulty after that — the nailing on of ready 
purchased shingles, That work went on rapidly, and with a 
pleasure heightened by the knowledge of possession. This 
dwelling had been the dream of many months, it was a reality 
now; and perhaps never had marble mansion been viewed with 
greater delight by its owner than was this same little slab hut 
when it stood iu a finished condition ; doors and windowa 
carefully, if not artistically, fitted in their places ; and the first 
up- wreathing of smoke from that miracle of a chimney, rising 
gracefully above the tops of the trees. 

The outside was done — the interior was all that remained 
to complete the dwelling. It was already divided into two 
portions, one side being walled partly off for a bedroom, while 
the larger portion — containing the chimney and entrance-doors, 
back and front — was the sitting-room par excellence of the 
establishment. The flooring was composed of some rude 
composition, and levelled as smoothly as unkempt hands could 
level — dried, too, as rapidly as large fires could dry ; and at 
last the two brothers — having given the finishing touches, or 
at least all the finishing touches they then contemplated, to 
their work — carried the tarpaulin that had formed their tent 
within, spread it upon the scarcely dried floor to secure them- 
selves from the ill effects of damp, and upon that placed their 
bed and bedding — sleeping for the first night for many weeks 
within closed doors. 

It was the autumnal season of the year when the hat was 
finished ; the summer, with its heat, had passed away, 
and flowers were springing up again among the scrub, and 
mornings and evenings were waxing cold. The gardens on 
the road to Adelaide, that here and there gave beauty to th& 

B 2 
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Bides of sloping hills, or to the depths of gullies, were in their 
sere and yellow leaf; and now and then among those hills a 
wild wind went sighing and moaning, bearing a promise of 
what the winter would bring. And so the brothers sat hj a 
glorious fire, eating their supper of bread and cheese, and 
drinking tea from their blackened pannicans, in a state of high 
gratification, for they were enjoying to the full the result of 
their labour. 

" You will send for Lizzie and Edith now, won't you, 
Martii^ ? " asked the younger brother, as he sat on the broad 
high slab of the hearth, contentedly eating his supper, and 
reviewing between whiles the comfortable roof dnd walls 
around and above him, pleasantly illumined by the brilliant 
jots of gas that sprang from all parts of the huge back log — 
they needed no better light. 

** Tes^ Harry ; I shall post a letter to-night," smiled his 
brother. " Poor girls ! they will be glad enough to obey the 
summons, Fm thinking ; and their staying in Adelaide has run 
away with more money than we can well spare. However, that 
can't be helped; they could not have roughed it in a tent as 
we have — at any rate I should not have liked them to do so." 

** I wonder what they will think of our house ? " said 
Hai'ry, in a tone of voice which expressed his own idea of its 
perfection. 

" Well," replied Martin, " you must not be disappointed, 
Hal, if they do not view things quite through the same rose- 
coloured medium you and I do. We have done the work, and 
have the extra pleasure of seeing it finished. It will seem 
rough enough to them, I fear. But there is one thing," he 
added with a laugh, *' they will not be prepared for anything 
very great from our united labours, Harry ; so I should not 
wonder they will be more than satisfied." 

That was pleasant ; and Harry evidently thought they ought 
to be satisfied ; and he sat basking in the warmth and watching 
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his brother as he wrote his letter of directions ready for the 
post — the back of a tin dish for his desk — till, warmth and 
pleasure and fatigue combining, he nearly fell asleep. He was 
aroused from this at length, for the letter was finished, and 
Martin, tired as he was, prepared to sally out for a walk of a 
couple of miles to the nearest post — a slab hut of very tiny 
dimensions, on the Adelaide road. 

" I think, Harry, if I were you, I would just go to bed ; you 
are tired out, and will be asleep in a moment I'll lock up the 
door when I go," said Martin kindly. 

It was very lonely, very dreary, being left alone with no 
house near. HaiTy half shuddered at the thought ; but fatigue 
and sleep held the mastery, and Martin's words proved right — he 
purposely lingered a little to see if they would not do so. The 
heavy head had scarcely touched the pillow when sound sleep 
closed the eyes to all outward objects. He was far away in 
the land of dreams when his brother opened the door, and 
leaving the cheerfril glare of the firelight behind him, went 
out into the cold and darkness of the night; and when he 
returned, the same deep slumber rested on Harry's eyelids. 
There had evidently been no movement ; he had slept on in 
unconscious happiness. 

Smiling at his brother's happy slumber, Martin quickly 
resolved to follow his example, first having consecrated his 
new dwelling by prayer and praise ; for Martin Wallace was 
one of those who, viewing God as one in whom we live, and 
move, and have our being, referred back all to Him — viewed 
every blessing as flowing from Him, and rejoiced in the belief. 
Need we wonder that his sleep was sweet to him. 

The Wallaces, brothers and sisters, were of an old and 
respectable family in England, who had grown up amidst 
competence, and surrounded by luxury ; but whom the clouds 
of misfortune had brought to the necessity of refiecting upon 
the '* ways and means " of life. To this necessity they "^rex^ 
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first awakened hj the death of father and mother, both of 
whom saccambed before that dire foe of London, the cholera 
of 1849, leaving their affairs in that unpleasant state of entan- 
glement that involved the loss of nearly all their property, 
enriching the pockets of the men of law, to the detriment of 
their unfortunate clients. In fact, at the final winding up of 
affairs, our friend Martin found himself and sisters and brother 
turned adrift on the world with five hundred pounds, and their 
own dormant energies. Not entirely dormant, however, for 
a good deal of latent energy in each member of the family had 
run to waste on minor objects, for want of more definite and 
positive. Lizzie's had expended itself, as far as it could, on 
the domestic supervision and arrangements of home. She 
was two years her brother's senior, and the adviser-general of 
the family — one of those gentle and lovable women who guide 
with a silken and almost imperceptible thread all those con- 
nected with them. The loss of such women is a positive loss 
to the circle in which their happy government has existed. 
Lizzie Wallace had many friends, but no one had hitherto 
succeeded in drawing her away from the dear home associates 
to form the centre of a fresh circle. Her heart had hitherto 
remained constant to the Lares and Penates that had possessed 
her affections from her earliest childhood. 

Martin's energy had early developed itself in a fondness for 
all bold and daring and masculine sports ; and as he grew in 
years the necessity for working off some of that energy 
betrayed him into the paths of horticulture. The garden at 
home was almost all the produce of his own labour, and 
beautified by his handiwork. The curious rocky fountain ; the 
paths lined with shells ; the trellis-work covered with roses 
the early peas and beans ; the forcing-^beds for strawberries-^ — 
all came from that energy that would not be repulsed by the 
often repeated words of expostulation, "no need." It was 
well for him that he possessed in himself such a hidden mine 
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of wealth ; for, after all, what element for good is there in 
mere golden treasure without this kingly quality ? a quality 
that has led to the construction of all most wonderful in the 
universe — to the bringing forth of all most bright and fair 
and valuable into existence ! A well-directed, energetic mind 
is indeed a gift to be esteemed. 

A bright, happy, merry spirit was Edith, giving life to all who 
knew her, brightening many a weary hour, bringing sunshine 
into many a weary heart She was never weary — her studies, 
her music, were pleasant companions to her ; and as she had 
little else allotted to her in the family group, all the energy of 
her life was thrown upon these. Perhaps if she had any secret 
wishes it was that she had more to do in the world, a more 
comprehensive niche to occupy ; as it was, her pathway had 
hitherto been very smooth and pleasant and delightfuL She 
was the darling of all hearts, and only nineteen. 

As to Harry, he had not left school when the happy family 
circle was broken up, and a new sphere of life became impera- 
tive. He looked up to his elder brother with affection, mingled 
largely with admiration ; all he liked, he tried to like too. 
But he was the least robust of the family, a slender stripling 
of a youth, growing rapidly, and perhaps somewhat beyond 
his strength. Altogether the family formed a combination of 
singularly harmonious elements. 

The " ways and means ! " Rest assured, dear readers, that 
the united family energy was at once brought to bear on the 
subject. What was five hundred pounds for the future of so 
many, and especially a family brought up as they had been ? 
They must throw off the shackles of society, and put their 
unwonted hands to the plough, that was certain. But could 
they do that in England ? No ; a touch of old family pride 
declared that at once. Why not then in Australia ? why not ? 
Not a dissenting voice answered the question. For many 
reasons that was decidedly the land for carrying the threads 
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of their scattered fortunes ; and that night they went to bed 
to dream of the long voyage and its terminatipn — of a long 
farewell to conyentionalism, and a welcome io freedom of 
thought, and feelings and action. 

We have already introduced Martin and his brother Harry 
during the first development of their energy in the new land 
of their adoption. Their sisters had been left for careful 
keeping at a little house somewhere near the Fort, the dwelling 
of an old servant of their father's, who had entered the colony 
some years previously, and who gladly welcomed the children 
of her old master to a share of the two poor little rooms that 
were all her possession, with the exception of a ne'er-do-weel 
of a husband and half a dozen children. Martin was right — 
Lizzie and Edith were weary of their sojourn at the Port, and 
earnestly waiting and watching for the summons to a home of 
their own once more ; and strong faith as they possessed in 
his ability to do most things, there was just the shadow of a 
fear in their minds whether, after all, the first strong puff of 
wind might not blow their house down. 



CHAPTER 11. 

PLANS AND RSSOLVES. 



*< There ia beauty in the rounded woods, dark with heavy foliage, 
In laughing fields, and dinted hills, the valley and its lake — 
There is beauty in thS gullies, beauty on the cliffs, beauty in sun and shades 
In rooks and rivers, seas and plains — the earth is drown'd in beauty.*' 

» TUPPEB. 

"And you really are not disappointed ? " asked Martin Wal- 
lace of his sisters for, perhaps, the twentieth time, as he 
watched them running about the hut adjusting their little 
modicum of furniture and other possessions, with a glad alacrity 
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and beaming eyes that really rendered this question unne- 
cessary. 

" Disappointed ! I look so — don't I ? " said Edith, turning 
round with an arch smile on her lip. " Well, yes, I am dis- 
appointed, for I see no shaking rafters, and I can't positively 
push out one of those slabs with my hand. The roof, too, looks 
really as if it would not come down ; and the smoke, I declare, 
goes quite respectably up the chimney ! " 

*^ As for me," Lizzie replied, in answer to the questioning 
eye that turned upon her, " I am so very glad to be away from 
those two poor little miserable rooms at the Port, kind as poor 
Nancy was to us, and so very glad to have any shelter over our 
heads that we can call our own, that I am by no means dis- 
posed to be critical. But really, dear Martin, I did not think 
you and Harry could accomplish such great things, well as I 
knew the energy of your nature." 

" Always had a turn for this sort of thing, Lizzie; active 
employment I always considered a blessing ; and you know, 
girls, there must be a beginning to everything. Who can tell 
what ' golden gift ' fortune may yet have to bestow upon us ? " 

" Have we not * golden gifts ' continually from the hand of 
our Heavenly Father," said Lizzie, smiling at her brother's 
enthusiasm ; ^'health, and energy,, and affection, each of them 
a golden gift in itself, dear Martin? We have need to re- 
member the Hand which bestows them." 

The little slab hut was already beginning to wear a comfort- 
able aspect. The half-dozen chairs, purchased in Adelaide, 
if they were expensive (as they most certainly were fifteen 
years ago), were strong and heavy, and of unpolished cedar ; 
so was the table, whose chief merit besides was that of being a 
large size and square. Two plain cedar sofas completed the 
furniture for that room, and, according to the arrangements of 
many bush houses, excellently furnished it was. Two iron 
stretchers, and many large boxes, provided the furmlxsit^ ^^ 
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the bedroom ; but tastefal fingers and ready knack soon formed 
these into settees, and toilet-table and wash-stand ; tasteful 
fingers draped the windows with snowy curtains ; and the 
little bush house, with its unadorned walls, was soon as snug 
as many a house of stone, and far more complete in its 
arrangements. 

If it was comfortable within, it was lovely in the extreme 
without ; wild and lovely : Edith thought she should never 
be weary of gazing. Just in front of the house the trees had 
been felled in preparation for a garden, and such a vista 
opened that the sisters clapped their hands with delight as 
they first discovered it Through a very forest of trees — tower- 
ing gums, and tall pines stripped of their bark, and looking 
like columns amidst the rich dark foliage of their neighbours — 
the eye went on — on, to a deep ravine or gully, the sides of 
which were clothed wkh foliage and verdure ; hill upon hill, 
and then one far delicious peep of the sea — the wild, tumbling, 
tossing, foaming sea they had crossed — like a pure line of 
silver against the blue sky. Oh, it was lovely, very lovely ; 
it reconciled them to all that was new and strange and queer 
in their new home. 

"All was new, and fresh, and naive, and delightful," Edith 
declared. She would not for worlds, for her part, have come 
16,000 miles to a new country just to have entered on the same 
mode of life she had experienced in England. Why, it was 
like a fairy tale — quite as good as one ; mere play at living — 
pleasant play too ; and though Martin laughed, and, pointing 
to the roof, declared that he had found it something more than 
play to raise that above them, she tossed her head till all the 
brown ringlets fell back from her sunny brow, and held to her 
opinion. 

Nicely sheltered they were from the mail track ; indeed 
they lay some distance back, though one comer of the few 
acres they possessed overlooked it for some considerable way. 
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A good deal of their land was yet scrub and rock, but about 
two or three acres of cleared land sloped downwards from the 
house to a well- watered creek, that gave ample promise of 
future irrigation. Unfamiliar sounds saluted their unwonted 
ears on all sides. The whirr of the opossum, the croak of 
frogs, the hooting of the owls, the soft plaintive cry of the 
cuckoo-like mawpawk, the rich melody of the magpies, and 
the cawing of innumerable crows ; while as a soft accompani- 
ment to all these was the sighing of the wind through the 
shea-oaks, and the rushing of the waters of the creek, as they 
eddied and whirled through pieces of rock, and obstruction of 
roots, and finally fell gently into a basin of the same rocky 
formation at some little distance further down. 

A slender column of smoke through the trees a mile off 
pointed out the situation of their nearest neighbours. Beyond 
that, and in various directions, were indications of a similar 
kind. They were a little band of themselves, however, and 
the distance of neighbours, whom they neither knew nor had 
seen, troubled them not. They sat round the table and enjoyed 
their tea that second evening after their arrival with a zest 
they had seldom known in the midst of the luxuries of the 
home-land, the light of a splendid fire lending its witchery to 
the scene, and embellishing with delicate touches all the rough 
and uneven aspect of affairs. It lingered lovingly on the rich 
brown curls that fell in natural grace round Edith's fair brow, 
and touched the soft, dark bands of Lizzie's hair, so tastefully 
and neatly arranged in classic beauty. Who does not love the 
firelight of the wintry evening ? who has not sung with 
Cowper — 

« For me, perhaps, the glowing hearth 
May satisfy awhile, with faint illnmination 
That uplifts the shadows to the ceiling p " 

Nor was the firelight less pleasing in the Australian hut 
because there was no ceiling upon which the shadows mi^Kt 
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be uplifted ; on the contrary, it added another grace to the 
whole, the very shadows were embellishments. 

" These cakes are very nice, Lizzie ; I never tasted any such 
before," exclaimed Martin, complacently stretching out his 
hand for another. 

"You never have, sir, of my making," said his sister, 
laughing. " This is a new accomplishment I learnt from poor 
Kancy ; for this and bread-making I am indebted to my 
sojourn at the Port. So you see I was not idle there." 

" Idle I it would not be easy for you to be that any whera 
I fancy I see you baby-nursing and washing, and bread-making 
into the bargain. But really I fully appreciate these cakes." 

" Scones, sir, scones. Give them their name proper. They 
are regular Scotch scones ; and Nancy declares I make them 
to perfection. But I see the air of the hills increases the 
appetite to an alarming extent I must take that into con 
sideration when I make scones in the future. Have you made 
up your mind what to do first, Martin ? " she presently added. 
" When will the cows and our poultry arrive ? I am quite 
anxious to see them." 

"And I am all impatience," cried Edith ; " I want something 
to pet." 

<< The cows and fowls j well, that is our next work ; a little 
snuggery for the last, and a bailing-place for the foi^mer ; 
though I believe they are quiet enough, and capital milkers. 
Then, Lizzie, my dear, hard and fast for the fencing. I don't 
care how soon that's done, for I have not quite lost the home 
feeling of encircling one's property from all intrusion. Be- 
tween whiles we will lay out the garden, for they tell me the 
rainy season will soon be in, and then, hey I for our seeds 1 
Work for you, girls. Ah, Edie, no fear of your being idle 1 " 

" Better for you, then, I can assure you ; for never was a 
truer moral sentiment expressed than that in the two lines of 
Dr. Watts— 
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' Idle hands some mischief still 
Will ewer find to do/ 

Let me be idle, and you'll come into closer acquaintance with 
the reality of them 1 " 

'' Not much fear of having too little work, Edie," laughed 
Harry. '* Look at our hands ; see what a state they are in 
already.'* 

^' Scarred with honest and honourable labour, dear Harry," 
said Lizzie, fondly regarding her young brother. '^But, 
Martin," she again continued, ** have you really decided what 
we shall do for a living ; cows and fowls will not quite keep 
us— will they ?" 

"Not quite," laughed Martin. "Yes: I've learnt a thing 
or two since I've been up among these hills, and I'm convinced 
I cannot do better than just keep to that for which I have the 
most taste as well as inclination. I intend forming a regular 
market-garden, and supplying Adelaide with the produce. 
There is excellent land, abundance of water, and we are not 
so far distant from Adelaide that our produce may not easily 
reach the market. It's an old hobby of mine, and I believe 
will prove successful. I shall just put in wheat enough for 
our own consumption, and feed for our horses and cattle. 
There — that's my plan ; of course it must be properly matured 
and arranged, and will take time to be so. Meanwhile, my 
dear girls, we have a little cash on hand, plenty of good stores 
of all kindi*, and energy and good will, and love enough to 
make up for all the rest — ' golden giflks,' every one of them, as 
JAzzie calls them ; and not a bad name either." 

And so they chatted over their tea, till that pleasant re- 
past was over. The tea-things were washed and put away, 
the candles lighted ; and while the two sisters sat down to 
work at some large thick rugs they were knitting of string 
and many-coloured pieces of cloth for the hearth and bedside, 
Martin and Harry betook themselves to one end of the room. 
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with their carpenter's tools and some strips of deal, out of 
which they were busily manufacturing shelves for books and 
various household utensils, an invaluable acquisition to their 
bush home. 

Pleasantly busy days they were that followed these scenes. 
Bright days, too — spring-like and lovely. To the newly- 
arrived, the sun seemed to look down very hotly upon them ; 
indeed it retained for some time a great deal of its summer- 
heat this year, but the evenings were chilly and the dews copious^ 
and a good fire was esteemed a very welcome thing indeed. 

Martin Wallace, with the assistance of his sister Lizzie, had 
made a great many purchases before leaving England, that 
were very useful to them now. Indeed it was soon discovered 
that a little '^lean-to" was an imperative addition to their 
house, wherein to stow their stores ; and very useful it proved 
when accomplished. The hen-house was soon completed. It 
was built entirely of the long, thin pine trunks, and just at a 
sufficient distance from the garden in prospective, which mean- 
while was gradually making its appearance before the house. 
The brothers dug and trenched between their fencing-in em- 
ployments, and Lizzie and Edith followed with hoe and rake, 
smoothing the roughness of the soil, and preparing for the seed. 
They worked under their brothers' direction when they could 
spare time from their indoor employments ; and this light out- 
of-doors work, at such a time of year, was very pleasant and 
invigorating. It was very much like a pleasant dream still to 
Edith — very much like play — till, one morning, she awoke to 
the consciousness that the fingers that had hitherto been most 
familiar with the ivory keys of the piano must become ac- 
quainted with the washing-tub, and that 'par nkcessitSy for no 
help could be found in any direction. There was plenty of 
water, and plenty of soap ; but the fair hands and arms, bared 
to plunge in the suds, grew sadly sore and tender, and even 
blistered, with the first exertion. 
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** I wish I could do all, dear Edie, and let jon go free,** said 
Lizzie, sadlj regarding her younger sister, who, with her fair 
curls tied hack, was making up hj energy for her want of 
tact. 

" Indeed I would not allow you, dear," replied Edith mer- 
rily. " It's only a litle needful experience, a little hardship, 
just to teach us it in not all play ; for really, Lizzie, hetween 
ourselves, I verily helieve this is the hardest work we have to 
do — are your fingers sore ? " 

'' All skinned, love ; hut we shall get over that Kever 
mind, we must make up hy extra water for our want of know- 
ledge. Tm glad I watched Nancy so closely when we were at 
the Fort ; see, I think this was her manner of ruhhing, and I 
don't think it hurts so much ! " 

" But Lizzie, I hope we shall not always have to do this. 
You know I don't mind doing things — I rather like it — some 
things ; hut I must say I would rather not always have our 
own washing to do. Does not your hack ache ? " 

" Poor girl ! " laughed Lizzie. " Well, never mind, Edie ; 
there may he ^ golden gifts ' in store for us yet ; and if not, we 
have much already to he thankful for — many good gifts, if not 
golden ones. This little discipline may he best for us, darling. 
We must try and he contented with our lot — to go steadily for- 
ward, and trust. " 

And after all, when the washing was over, and the clothes 
hung out to dry in the sweet-scented air, in spite of aching 
backs, and weary feet, and terribly blistered hands and arms, 
it was a pleasure to think that even this hardest of hard work 
was carried through, and that the snowy linen their brothers 
afterwards wore was the result of their own deft handi< 
work. 

It was not all play, and yet Edith as well as Lizzie quickly 
took it up, made light of it, and consoled themselves in the 
evening by a nicely-swept floor and brilliant fire, closely-drax^ix. 
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curtains, and pleasant candle-light, even in that bush hut. 
Books and work, the pen and pencil, and amidst all, even 
music — for the voices of the four harmonized most sweetly — 
caused manj a pleasant winter's hour to be passed awaj* 



CHAPTER ni. 

PBOGBESS. 



" I would not enter on my list of friends 
The man that needlessly sets foot upon a worm."— COWPIS. 

WiNTBB stole rapidly in — winter with its boisterous thunder- 
storms ; its deluging, flooding rain ; its wild, wild wind ; and the 
little slab dwelling had a hard battle for existence. Yet, 
wonderful to say, it did exist, for if a shingle chanced to get 
dislodged^ the nail and hammer were at hand, and soon put all 
to rights. Once indeed, on the first rough night of genuine 
wintry weather, when the storms without raged wildly, some 
of the torrent made its way within the dwelling, sending 
adrift any light articles that had been left on the floor ; but 
Martin and his spade soon dug a trench that carried all surplus 
water away ; and the flood was never repeated, though many 
other stoims succeeded. 

After their hard out-of-door labour, very pleasant it was to 
both Martin and Harry to come in to the neatly arranged room, 
to partake of carefully prepared meals, and enjoy their sisters' 
society. They saw very little of any other society the first 
few months of their sojourning in the " Wren's Nest," for thus 
Edith had playfully designated it. Now and then a passer-by 
would call at the door to ask for a drink or to inquire the way. 
Those that did so, had their curiosity stimulated to a high 
degree by what they saw within and without— all wore so 
different an aspect from the generality of bush homes. The 
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close fence had now encircled most carefallj all that portion 
of land that was destined for garden ground. The wheat they 
had reserved for another season ; but within the enclosure the 
result of their labour was now Tisible, and many healthy 
specimens of vegetation. Their own table, as well fus the 
Adelaide market, was supplied with very early peas and beans. 
Lettuces with snowy hearts ; radishes of delicious crispness ; 
cabbages whose growth in some instances was monstrous ; 
turnips and carrots in abundant perfection ; besides more 
delicate and rarer specimens, far exceeding even Martin's most 
sanguine expectations in their growth. Bows of raspberry 
cuttings ; healthy young strawberry plants, had their allotted 
places ; and above all things, flowers were not forgotten. Such 
flowers ! The outward semblance of that little slab hut was 
nearly forgotten, by reason of the luxuriant creeper that clung 
pertinaciously to the slabs, and all over the little slip of 
a verandah that during that winter had urged its imperative 
claim. Tiny dwarf rose-bushes, two or three inches high, 
bore buds and blossoms of surpassing loveliness ; and bulbs 
thrust through the soil, and shone forth in golden, and 
crimson, and scarlet glory, in all directions. It was won- 
derful to the newly-initiated, this fruitfulness of the virgin 
goil — ^wonderful the rapid growth and bursting into flower 
of every tiny twig. The garden grew up before them like 
a fairy plantation, and blossomed into beauty like the rose. 

Worth all the hard work — worth all the increasing care ; 
and it paid pretty. well, though not quite so well as their 
sanguine expectations had led them to imagine. There were 
other competitors already in the field, and nearer the market 
than themselves ; yet still it paid ; so did their ducks and 
geese ; so did their choice, well-nurtured poultry ; so did the 
prime eggs that accompanied the garden produce ; so did the 
butter, that the sisters had, after some little trouble, learnt to 
make. It was sweet and good ; but they did not send many 
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pounds to Adelaide ; they kept some for their own con- 
sumption, and now and then sold out at the request of a 
neighbour. 

We are detailing the success of our young friends ; but we 
do not wish for a moment to infer that theirs was a path only 
of success, or that they differed in any degree from their less 
fortunate neighbours. They had experience to buy, and, like 
many others, they frequently bought it at a dear rata They 
purchased pigs — but the pigs proved a failure ; for though 
they did not exactly die, as the pigs of Cowper's farmer, of 
" maggots in the tail," they certainly died of some equally 
inexplicable disease ; and the pigstye was declared vacant foi 
the season. Their most promising cow — a pretty creature, 
black and white — was declared one wet morning to be among 
the '' stolen or strayed ; " and as at that early stage of pro- 
ceedings the desirability of branding never entered their 
imagination, the straying appeared very likely to remain 
permanent. Now and then, too, a mischievous fowl would 
stretch its lawless wings and enter the sacred precincts of the 
garden, to the utter ruin of choice seedlings or delicate flower 
roots ; and to its own detriment also, for every such offender 
paid the forfeit with its life. Then too, in spite of the com- 
fortably nested hen-house, these same feathered denizens would 
occasionally prove ungrateful and lay away from home, 
choosing the most unfrequented spots, and hiding their eggs 
in out-of-the-way plantations ; not so far either that the artful 
crows could not find them out. These were some of the draw- 
backs to their success ; but their energy was unabated. They 
steadily pursued their course; and the "Wren's Nest" 
became a very snug little home indeed. 

By these very drawbacks they gained experience, as we 
have before said, though dearly it was purchased. The 
disappearance of their favourite cow especially convinced them 
of the necessity — repulsive as it was to their uninitiated minds 
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— of a cattle-brandiDg. Their three cows and pretty snowy 
calf, their two horses and little foal, were all in an unbranded 
condition. It was a necessity that touched to the quick the 
sensitive natures of the girls ; and even Martin thought it 
rather a cruel business when he understood it clearly. How- 
ever, there was no help for it If in the future no further 
straying of cattle was to occur — ^no further permanent straying 
— the deed must be done at once ; and Martin's next visit to 
Adelaide was for the usual branding-irons, and in due time 
these*came home. Formidable -looking weapons enough, Edith 
declared them. The large " MW " in the centre of a heart, 
did not mend matters. 

" One would think, Martin, from your brand, you were all 
heart ! " she exclaimed, with a shudder ; " but at any rate it 
is an iron heart — and in my opinion, any one had need to be 
iron-hearted to use such things red-hot on living flesh I Faugh! 
Martin, how can you ? " 

" Must be done — no other method of marking our cattle, my 
dear Edie ; and we cannot afford to lose them all. That would 
be poor work." 

'< For my part, I would rather lose them all than put the 
poor things to suffering." 

" My dear little Edie, I dare say you would— I quite believe 
you," Martin replied good temperedly. 

" At any rate give us fair warning when the deed is to come 
off. Lizzie and I will decamp out of sight and hearing at 
least ; it can be of no use our witnessing such necessary 
cruelty, if so you must call it." 

" You shall have ample warning, my dear ; I would not 
have ^ou by for worlds. But let me reassure you — the 
suffering will not last very long. A few days, and your 
favourites will have quite recovered ; and we shall have the 
pleasure of having it in our power to claim our own property 
by our own especial brand." 

c 2 
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Edith was not so easily reassured, however ; nor was 
Lizzie. They both went shuddering to bed that night with 
other feelings besides cold, remembering what the morrow 
was to bring to their favourites. 

It was a morning of clouds that saluted their waking vision 
next day, and the sound of falling rain was rather welcome 
than not to the sisters. The branding must surely be put off; 
it would not be possible to perform the dreaded operation such 
weather. It was but a forlorn hope, and quickly dispelled when 
their brothers came in to breakfast, bringing a stranger with 
them, whom they smilingly introduced as Mr. Aland, the neigh- 
bour who had kindly promised to assist in the cattle-branding. 
In Edith's estimation his errand spoilt all ; and though she 
was forced to acknowledge that he had some pretensions to 
good looks — very fine eyes, and good hair; that his dress 
became him very well — a short blue serge shirt, girded round 
the waist by a leathern girdle, and high boots, with a cabbage- 
tree hat and long black ribbons ; a dress, by the way, dear 
readers, considered very much "the thing" with young bushmen 
fifteen years ago, however much out of repute it may be in our 
present modem times of dress coats and pegtop continuations 
— yet the branding-iron hanging against the wall opposite her, 
and the knowledge that he was about to use them, and, as far 
as she could see, with perfect nonchalance too, not only took 
away her own appetite, but made her feel very indifferent to 
that of her guest It was well that Lizzie's horror of the 
deed to come did not prevent her playing the pretty and grace- 
ful part of hostess. She had penetration enough to discover 
that, in spite of his errand, he was a gentleman, and that it 
was quite her duty to treat him as such. 

" My sisters are horrified at the thought of this branding 
business, Mr. Aland," laughed Martin. "No consideration 
of loss will reconcile them to it" 

"Ladies generally feel so — I should be very sorry if they 
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felt otherwise," replied Aland, with a smile. "We of the 
rougher sex, however we may flinch, are not supposed to 
X>ossess feelings ; we have to put them on one side. It is a 
good thing we can do it." 

" When we can. I suppose it is because I am new to these 
sorts of things, but I most acknowledge to some sentiments 
of repugnance-— even though of the rougher sex," said 
Martin. 

"Use is second nature," his companion lightly replied. 
Then, as anxious to change the subject, he continued, looking 
through the window nearest to him, "I had no idea, Mr. 
Wallace, you had such a lovely place up here. But a few 
months ago I was past here with my dray, and not a slab was 
raised or a post fixed — and now ! Well, your progress is 
astounding. I shall be ashamed of your seeing our place ; 
that's a fact. May I ask," he suddenly continued, as though 
a bright thought had crossed his mind, " are you American ? " 

" No, certainly not," replied Martin merrily ; " true English 
bom. Why do you ask ? ■" 

" Forgive me, but I thought you had so much of the * go- 
ahead ' spirit of that nation ; and the English are proverbially 
slow." 

We are the exceptions to the rule," said Lizzie smilingly ; 

and you will allow there are exceptions, Mr. Aland ? 

" I must after ' this, Miss Wallace ; facts are convincing. 
Strange that I should never have come across this way this 
winter — that we should be such near neighbours, and yet have 
never met before." 

" I have scarcely yet learnt what constitutes near neighbours 
in Australia," said Lizzie ; " I have hitherto been so unsophis- 
ticated as to imagine that we had no near neighbours." 

" Any one within half a dozen miles has a right to the title," 
said William Aland funnily. " But we are not quite such far 
distant neighbours as that implies, Mis Wallace. My father's 
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place is only two miles distant — a mere nothing — a pleasant 
walk. If your brother will only do ns the honour of bringing 
you, my mother and cousin Winnie will be delighted. There 
is little good society in these parts, as I dare say you have 
discovered this winter." 

" We have been very busily engaged," replied Lizzie, 
slightly colouring, " and have made no acquaintance at all." 
And she rose as she spoke, for the gentleman had also lisen, 
with a glance to the stockyard, and then to the brands. 

" I hope you have not resolved against forming acquaintance- 
ship. Miss Wallace," said William Aland in half-wounded 
tones. 

• " Oh, no," Lizzie answered. And Martin, coming to the 
rescue, replied, " Certainly not The first fine leisure after- 
noon I will bring my sisters to your house. They will be 
glad of a little feminine society, I dare say. And now, my 
dear girls," he added, " as this wet will entirely prevent your 
taking refuge in the scrub, I really think the next best thiog 
for you to do is to shut yourselves up in your bedroom. I 
will tell you when all is over," he continued, with a slight 
laugh, as he thrust the irons into the fire. 

There was no help for it. It would have been folly to go 
out with that steady drizzling rain to wet them to the skin. 
They took their brother's advice, and buried their eyes and 
ears in the pillows. They had made up tlieir minds for a 
fearful outcry; but if there was any, none met their ears. 
They heard, indeed, an occasional lowing, but that might or 
might not be an expression of pain. Indeed other noises — 
just then very welcome, however much at other times they 
might have been voted a nuisance— proved dominant ; for they 
had taken the precaution to drive all the ducks and geese 
round the house, keeping them there by a plentiful bestowal 
of grain. The loud and incessant quacking and cackling of 
these trespassers in the near neighbourhood of the garden 
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effectually prevented the intrusion of other sounds. The 
sisters rejoiced, though thej did not know that the merit of 
the suggestion was due to William Aland. Now and then 
came the rush of feet backwards and forwards in the next 
room to and from the fire. That was the nearest approach to 
anything that told of the proceedings without *' But enough, 
too," Edith declared, with an angry shudder. 

" All over, Edie," shouted Harry's voice at last. ** You 
can come out. Mr. Aland has heard something of our missing 
cow, he thinks ; and Martin has gone with him to see if 
he can prove its identity. He will not be back fill rather 
late." 

" How can you laugh ! " exclaimed Edith, in extreme disgust, 
as she emerged from the bedroom, and stood in the light of 
the open door. 

" I'm laughing at you, Edie," said Harry, again bursting 
forth hilariously. " Where have you been putting your head ? 
It looks singularly rough, and curiously adorned with white 
feathers." 

" What have you done with the martyrs ? " asked Edith, 
indignantly putting back the offending curls with both hands. 

" Oh, they are quite safe, and not such martyrs either as 
you imagine. I thought it would have been worse — though 
to be sure it was bad enough, and I'm glad it's over." 

" So am I, Harry," said Lizzie, with a sigh of relief " I 
suppose it was really necessary. Now I only hope the poor 
wounded creatures will soon be well," and she quickly began 
to remove the breakfast things, which had remained untouched 
during the branding process. 

^' It's no matter, Lizzie ; I never can or shall like Mr. 
Aland," said Edith petulantly. "How quietly he took the 
whole torturing process, just as a matter of course. I hate 
such cold-heartedness." 

" At any rate," said Harry archly, " he showed some regard 
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to jour feelings, for it was he who pnt us up to dri^ng the 
ducks and geese down here, round the door. I defy you to 
hear anything with their noise in your ears — it was perfectly 
deafening." 



CHAPTER IV. 

WINNIE. 



*' Rejoice, my little merry mate, 
The blithesome spring is coming. 
When thoa shalt roam, with heart elate, 
To hear the wild bee hamming."— Bernabd Babtov. 

The dray-track that led past the slab hut of the Wallaces 
pursued its course still further from the mail road, and through 
avenues of scrub, and trees of various descriptions, from 
which the wild note of the wood-pigeon sounded, and the 
black magpie — or mutton-bird, as some denominate it — sang 
its singularly wild music to its listening mate. Flowers grew 
to the very edge of the track in springtide — strange, singular, 
as well as lovely flowers — flowers that fascinated you with 
their very weirdness of formation and colour ; others whose 
waxen petals would have graced a cultivated garden, and 
such beds of heather that the ground was pink with the tiny 
delicate sprigs. It was a solitary dray-track, seldom used; 
the grass grew up among the wheel-marks ; the silver wattle 
shook out fragrance from its blossom, and the golden wattle 
made the air heavy with perfume in its season. What a lovely 
place it was ! while here and there, as some height was gained, 
a delicious peep of country became visible, revealing other 
heights and other glens, and sudden visions of little unpre- 
tending dwellings in unexpected situations. 

It was along this seldom-used dray-track William Aland 
rode the morning he breakfasted at the Wallaces; though, 
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sooth to saj, none of all this heautj was revealed to him. 
There are some ejes as surely sealed to all of natore^s charms 
as though thej had no existence; though we do not mean to 
insinuate that this was entirely the case with our friend« 
Certainly everything that morning was under a dond. There 
is nothing very inspiriting in a rainy day — in itself considered^ 
Country views present a different appearance when viewed in 
mist to the same scenes touched with golden sunlight; and the 
flowers were yet shrouded from view — the wattles had put out 
a few premonitory huds — the grass was dank and heavy with 
rain drops. But as certain it is that whatever attention Wil- 
liam Aland gave in general to nature, in her most prodigal 
moments he had never learnt to esteem hers " golden gifts." 

For nearly two miles the road continued of the same charac- 
ter; after that the usual sign of approaching habitation 
appeared — a bush fence on either side the road, and beyond 
these cultivated land. At the present season young wheat 
was in luxurious growth, promising an abundant harvest; and 
this for some distance now and then interspersed by a piece of 
fallow, or again by a portion of land left in its original con- 
dition of scrub and trees. To one of these latter portions the 
dray track evidently conducted, and terminated at a heavy 
slip-panel, made of substuitial pine poles that were no trifle 
to lift. 

Through the slip panel a tolerably well-beaten path con- 
ducted for some half-section, and then became visible a sloping 
roof of thatch, two or three irregular colonial chimneys, of 
shape and size to suit the taste or ability of the builder, and 
then the long straggling house itself, with doors and windows 
of all shapes and sizes, and crowded together in such an in- 
discriminate manner that where the rooms belonging to them 
existed was a matter of wonder. Rooms there were, of course ; 
and for every window a door; all looking down the green slope 
that gradually led to the track, which turned ofl* suddenly to 
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a cluster of stables and outhouses, all of old timber, looking as 
if tbey had borne many a summer's heat and manj a winter's 
storm. Large hay-stacks and heavily-erected stockyards gave 
a comfortable, well-to-do expression to the place ; so did the 
garden of fruit-trees behind the house — or literally in front 
thereof ; for the front was turned away from the dray-track, 
and looked through an avenue of the same mature fruit-trees 
of many a season's growth. Ploughs and harrows,' empty 
drays aDd waggons, and farming implements of every kind 
then in use, stood here and there about the place, wherever it 
had suited the owner at the moment to leave or have them 
left. There was an aspect of security thrown over all even 
by this very carelessness. It spoke pretty loudly, at any rate, 
of the proprietors' right to every inch of the ground ; it spoke, 
too, of the nature of their employment, and betrayed at once 
that the Alands, father and sons, who occupied if^ were 
flourishing farmers. 

Sunlight is a beautifier, even to old thatch and odd archi- 
tecture ; and in spite of these drawbacks, Aland G-range was 
very pleasant to look upon a few mornings after the events in 
our previous chapter, when the rosy light of a late winter'fl 
day broke smilingly over it, glittering on the many bright 
windows, and betraying the existence of a furtive creeper that 
had stolen up, nobody knew how, to the very precincts of the 
wide kitchen chimney — a pretty green garland in a brown 
field. 

It was so early that the golden orb had only just risen above 
the eastern horizon, a fair view of which was visible from the 
doorstep of the large dining-room, at the back of the house, 
facing the dray-track ; and taking in the full beauty of the 
sunbeams, rosy clouds, clear sky, and all, a young girl had 
stationed herself upon those steps, and stood leaning her head 
against the door, her hands clasped behind her. 

Were it not that her eyes were of a soft blue — wondrously 
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clear and soflt — that the ripples into which her hair would 
break, in spite of the hard knots into which thej were boand 
behind her head, were fair and gold-tinted, a passer-bj would 
never have taken a second glance at Winnie Aland, for at that 
time her figure was tall and ungainly, and her dress anything 
but adorning, containing not a single gi*aceful feature. Poor 
Winnie ! she had grown up to her fourteenth year amidst a 
family of rough boys on a station up the north, partaken in all 
the wild sports of her brothers, with no mother's hand to 
guard or guide her ; for she was very young indeed when her 
mother died, and the woman who took charge of her father's 
household had no sweet feminine graces to impart, no delicacy 
of feeling to instil. Winnie had been suffered to take her own 
course ; to gallop bare-backed on the wildest colts ; to wade 
through creeks ; to climb trees ; in short, to become as un- 
feminine as the presiding genius of her home herself. 

From this state of wildness her cousin, Willie Aland, 
happily delivered 'her. On a visit to his uncle's station, just as 
Winnie had entered her fourteenth year, it first became ap- 
parent his little cousin was fast growing up into what seemed 
to him might prove a very fair womanhood, if properly in- 
fluenced, but which, uninfluenced, might prove very much the 
reverse. Her wildness and masculine dexterity shocked all 
bis ideas of propriety ; and from the evening when she dashed 
forward proudly to meet him, standing with bare feet on the 
bare back of a rough little pony, both arms triumphantly 
folded before her, he made a resolve that from all these wild 
sports, and wilder associates, Winnie should be rescued forth- 
with ; and thereupon the resolve was put into action. 

And so Winnie Aland had found a pleasant home at Aland 
Grange — a kind and indulgent mother in her aunt; but sorely 
sbe tried and perplexed the old lady by her unconquerable wild- 
ness. It was difficult for her to understand why her wild 
sports might not as reasonably be pursued now as in days of 
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yore, when no one reproved her for following the bent of her 
inclination ; when her feats of agility met with applause and 
gratulation ; and even her father had a smile for his wild little 
Winnie's doings. It was questionable how matters would have 
terminated had not Willie Aland again come forward to the 
rescue, and undertaken what his mother was about giving up 
in despair. It was well he did, for a word from him soon 
became law in Winnie's estimation ; and one after another 
she relinquished her wild sports when she saw how they 
offended him, though to relinquish them cost her many a 
sigh. 

She would gladly have spent all the days abroad with him, 
could she have been permitted ; but that, he assured her, was 
not the thing at all. She must learn gentle feminine ways ; 
become skilled in all domestic lore; and withal study the tasks 
he set her, ready for him in the evening, if ever she was to her 
come his " little wife;" and with that spur before her, many 
an untasteful piece of work, many an ungrateful task, was got 
through, and Winnie's heart became very closely entwined 
around her cousin Willie. And no wonder, she owed so much 
to him — he bore so tenderly with her wilful actions, sheltering 
her at once from his mother's reproofs, and his brother's jeers 
and taunti^ and from his father's disgust What would Winnie 
have done without him ? 

It was for this dear cousin that she stood at the door, waiting 
and watching, that July morning — her blue eyes taking in 
meanwhile everything that was lovely before, above, or around 
her, enjoying to the full the sweet morning breeze, fresh and 
keen as it was, though enlivened by sunbeams. There was a 
touch of sadness on her face, for amidst other thoughts the free- 
dom of the birds as they fled from tree to tree, wildly carolling, 
and the joyous manner in which they flitted from bough to 
bough, set her longing for her old wild freedom, and wondering 
why limbs that were formed for agile feats should be restrained 
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— wby she should not be free and wild^ even as those gaj 
little warblers. Her thoughts flowed freely out at anjr rate 
when her cousin came — not in the way she expected, but from 
behind her — and placing his hands on her shoulder, demanded 
where those same thoughts were wandering. 

^' Where you, I suppose, do not want them to go, Cousin 
Willie," she answered, with a slight accession of colour. " I 
ean't see why I should not be free as the birds ! " 

" When you have wings, Winnifred Aland, I will answer your 
question," he replied, laughing. *' At present there are plenty 
of reasons why you should not ; amongst others, were you a 
bird, or disposed to try the tops of the trees, you certainly would 
not be fitted for a walk with me this lovely morning. I am 
going across the creek to inspect the progress of the wheat in 
the paddock there — the last I sowed — and thence up to the 
top of the grass-tree hiU ; I have discovered a new view from 
thence. Will you come ? " 

Would she ? Of course she would; the very next best thing 
to possessing wings, and with those wings, freedom. It never 
crossed her mind how willingly that same vaunted freedom 
was passively yielded up in the presence of the strong will of 
her cousin ; it never once occurred to her how entirely her will 
bowed to his, how gladly she followed where he led. In the 
midst of all her wildness, this child-like confidence in his lead- 
ings had first won her cousin's regard and affection. She was 
very child-like still, though nearly two years had passed since 
her residence at the Grange, though already she had reached 
a woman's' stature. Into very little society had she been 
thrown, and from female society especially she shrank ; indeed, 
saving her aunt and her aunt's servants, very few ' females 
crossed the threshold of her home. 

The look of sadness took flight from Winnie's face as she 
gaily followed her cousin along the dray-track and throagh 
the heavy slip-panel ; and lightly skimming be£:>re him, she 
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threw down one pole after another, before he could reach or 
prevent her. 

" When shall I teach you, Winnie, that when I am with you 
- that is my work ? " he asked, half amused and half vexed at 
her persistence. 

** Never," said Winnie, with a gay carolling laugh that would' 
have shamed the very birds she envied. " I am no poor weak 
thing ; I can lift the panels as well as you." 

" Perhaps so," said her cousin ; " but it*s one of woman's 
charms to be weak, and one of man's pleasures to aid her in her 
weakness. Winnie, child, shall I never teach you that 
lesson ? " 

" But I'm not weak; I'm strong," persisted Winnie. 

" If you are, it's not well always to say so. Strength is 
grace in man, but not in woman. Winnie, I should like yon 
to be graceful" 

" And weak? Oh, Willie. I do not want to be weak." 

" I did not say to be, but to seem. I know you can perfectly 
well lift those heavy poles, but I would far rather have done it 
for you. There are many other things you as a girl can do for 
me, Winnie, that I cannot do. Let us each keep to our own 
share of the work." 

Winnie went on silently for a few moments. She waa 
inwardly chafing, for she had meant to please and save him 
trouble, and instead she had only succeeded in vexing him, and 
obtained reproof. She walked on a little before him with a veiy 
drooping head, and, as truth must have it, a very pouting lip. 
" Winnifred," he presently called to her, " don't your hair 
curl? or wouldn't it if you did not tie it up into that ugly 
knob? It seems to me it would." 

She turned round abruptly on him with such a genuine look 
of surprise in her blue eyes that he fairly burst out laughing. 
He had never told her that he disliked her style of hair-dressing 
before ; he had never complained of the ugly knob. What 
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could have set that stone rolling? What new thoughts could 
have taken possession of her cousin's mind? She had jet to 
discover their source. 

" Oh ! don't trouble yourself, Winnie," he continued, still 
laughing; ''I was just looking at jour head, child; a good- 
shaped head, bj-the-bje. All of the hair that is not in that 
knob shines like gold in the sun, and ripples like sunset clouds 
in tinj waves. I'm sure it will curl : jou might trj it" 

She laughed too, now, and tugging at the black string that 
held together the ** hard knob," as her cousin denominated 
her twisted hair, she sent the whole mass heaving and rippling 
over her shoulders. ** Anj better now, Willie ? " she asked 
archlj. " I hope it is, for it feels so — a lot" 

" You have beautiful hair, certainlj — curling hair, too," said 
Willie Aland admiringlj ; ''but it wants something else, I 
suppose, besides freedom, Winnie : culture, I dare saj. Can't 
JOU twist it into curls ? " 

" I don't know, majbe," she answered dubiouslj ; and she 
pushed the fair mass of hair awaj from her head, and placed 
her bonnet on again. 

" It won't do so, at an j rate," said her cousin with a sigh. 
"You'll have to tie it up again, I suppose; jou look too wild. 
Well, never mind ; perhaps we maj find jou some one to lead 
jou jet. Come up the Grass-tree Hill; we can see all over the 
countrj from there — and I just want jou to see one little point 
that I know jou have never seen before — a new place, that 
one daj I shall take jou to for a closer view. I want jou to 
become acquainted with its inmates, Winnie, verj much. Thej 
are coming to see us soon." And leading her bj the hand to 
one particular spot, the most elevated on the range, he pointed 
with his finger to one little place amidst the hills and foliage — 
a spot of verdant beaut j — a little oasis of vivid greenness among 
the sad colonial gums, with their evergreen luxuriance. It 
was the " Wren's Nest," and the home of the Wallaces. 
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CHAPTER V. 

NEAR NEIOHBOUBS. 

" Now, girls, I decUre we cannot positively, with any degree 
of decency, put off our call upon the Alands any longer ; they 
have kindly made so many protestations of neighbourly feeling 
that it certainly becomes us to return it Come, what say 
you to a walk this afternoon ? " 

So exclaimed Martin Wallace one lovely morning in the 
early spring, as he came in from the side gf the house, where 
he had been performing the ablutions necessary after his 
gardening occupations before he could comfortably sit down to 
the abundantly-spread table, and enjoy the breakfast hour and 
its pleasant converse. 

" Well," replied Lizzie, carefully pouring sugar and cream 
into the cups as she spoke, " I for one am quite willing. We 
may extend our associates with advantage in some cases, and 
I should like to become a little better acquainted with the 
Alands." 

" Especially . when we get such magnificent beef as this 
from the acquaintance," said Harry, with comic gravity, 
looking at the dish of steak in its rich gravy that Edith was 
just placing on the table. 

" Now, Harry, for shame ; you know I meant nothing of the 
kind," returned Lizzie, laughing in spite of herself. "I fully 
appreciate the fine beef as much as you, but I still more highly 
appreciate the kind motive that prompted the gift. IVesh 
meat is very acceptable after salt, I own ; and I think, Martin," 
she added, turning to her elder brother, ^* that we must surely 
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have something from our garden that would be new and 
agreeable to them." 

" Of course we have,'* said Edith, with a merry toss of her 
head ; " our peas and lettuces would be as acceptable to them 
as fresh beef is to us." 

" I am glad to believe so," replied Martin cheerfully ; " we 
will make the experiment, at any rate. I quite agree with 
the old adage that ^ those who would have friends must show 
themselves friendly.' It will give me a great deal of pleasure 
if our peas and lettuces are acceptable, Edia" 

" Surely two members of the family will sufficiently represent 
it," said the incorrigible Edith. ** Harry and I will stay at 
home and mind the house." 

" Oh no, Edie, that will never do," said Harry mischiev- 
ously; ''you must not stop at home. I can mind the place 
well enough by myself, providing you are not going to make a 
night of it" 

" But supposing I prefer remaining at home ? " 

'' We are going to suppose nothing of the kind," said Martin, 
rather gravely. " Now, Edie, we can't do without you, and 
that's a fact." 

"Oh," interposed Lizzie, "Edith has scarcely forgiven 
William Aland for his cattle branding ; but I think she will 
not resent it so far as to decide against the visit. The after- 
noon will be lovely for the walk." 

The weather was lovely ; for the rains of winter had 
gradually given way to the first balmy breezes of spring. 
Buds and blossoms had multiplied over the hills, by the creeks^ 
and along the gullies ; while the " Wren's Nest " had become 
— in Edith's estimation at any rate — ^more fairy-like than ever. 
Even the milking went pleasantly forward, now spring had 
carpeted the ground with rich herbage and flowers. The 
sunshine threw its usual enchantment over the rude fences and 
slabs : the very slabs themselves were fast hiding themselves 
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beneath a graceful drapery of clinging, wreathing tendrils. 
Work of all kinds progressed in merry mood — many a laagh 
ringing forth gaily at the quaintness, the primitive fashion of 
some of their proceedings, or at the untutored hands that 
sometimes so signally failed in what they essayed to do. It 
was nothing now to rise with the magpies and taste the fresh 
morniDg air. Such air ! Those hills were breathing nectar; 
the wattle-blossom distilled its fragrance far and near ; while 
their own cultured flower-beds shook out from their delicate 
censers incense of the rarest kind. 

Those fine spring days were Edith's especial glory. She 
never wearied of her work, whether that work consisted in 
rolling neat pounds of butter into shape, or skimming the 
thick yellow cream from the pans of milk, or collecting together 
the eggs that those fowls would lay away in nests of their 
own construction, thereby exhibiting something of the self- 
willed determination of the human species. She eyen sang 
over that " worst of all work," the terrible washing day — sang 
to the passes to and fro of the heavy iron ; for even all this 
was more endurable in bright, joyous springtide than amid 
winter and its rains. But her especial delight was the culture 
of the flowers ; she would willingly have passed all her hours 
in that employment. They were dear " morsels of refinement,*' 
she would say, and whispered all sorts of sweet and delicate 
messages to her. Lizzie knew how she delighted to be amongst 
them and put in the open air, and quietly took upon herself 
many a duty that rendered Edith free for the blossoms and the 
sunshine ; and so they got on delightfully together — harmoni- 
ously and happily. " The diligent hand, it maketh rich ; ** 
and certainly the " golden gifts,** so eminently possessed by 
the Wallaces, of diligence and perseverance, were already 
working wonders for them. 

The walk itself was somewhat of a novelty — something 
savouring of the practices of old England, for certainly hitherto 
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they had been too bnsj for mere walks of pleasure, and the 
constant employment in the open air made walks less of a 
necessity. But, after all, there was not one of them bnt thought 
of it as a pleasure — a little relaxation of daily labour, that gave 
it something of a holiday aspect. They felt this so strongly 
that when they turned to give Harry his parting charges and 
farewells, they were very sorry that he could not share the 
holiday with them, and told him so. 

** Oh ! " he exclaimed with a laugh, " you need not be sorry 
for me. I would rather twenty times be quiet at home. I 
shall have a rosy time in your absence, I can tell you — a real 
holiday!" 

" Is that all the thanks you give us for our regrets ? " said 
Edith, shaking her head at him. '' You are glad to be alone — 
eh ? Take care that I don't steal the key of your writing-desk. 
I know there is something worth seeing in it ; and I mean to 
see some day." 

" Do you ? Nothing worth seeing, Edie," laughed her 
brother; but he coloured like a girl as he spoke, ^nd turned 
into the house. 

** Have you any foundation for what you say, Edie ? or were 
you only bantering Harry ? Do you really think he has any- 
thing original — any of his own compositions in that desk that 
he keeps so carefully locked ? " 

"Every foundation, Martin — proof positive. I know he 
writes poetry, for I was to-day the fortunate finder of a 
specimen. See, here it is. Shall I read it ? " and Edith 
produced a scrap of paper, on which her brother's writing was 
visible, as she spoke. 

** !Read it ; oh, yes — do, Edie," said Lizzie, with sparkling 
eyes. " We are quite out of sight and hearing now. Well, I 
had not the slightest suspicion that the dear boy thought of 
such things." 

" I had ; it takes me to ferret things out. I hope he wowf t 

P 2 
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miss this." And Edith's eyes were brimful of merriment as 
she read poor Harry's pilfered verses ; — 

** When leaving the shores of old England behind me, 

I bade an adieu to the things of the past ; 
I felt for the time that the hot tears must blind me — 

Of all really lovely was witnessed the last ; 
That beauty for ever had passed from my view ; — 
But then, little ' Wren's Nest/ I dreamt not of you. 

"I dreamt not of you, with your fairy-like bowers. 

Your green, shady foliage — your wild, rocky height — 

Tour gullies all richly embroidered with flowers — 
Your birds of rare plumage, all golden and bright. 

How little of aught in the future I knew. 

Or dreamt, little ' Wren's Nest,' of beauty in you. 

" The air is all fragrant and rich with perfume — 

The heather's pink blossom has crimsoned the gpround— 
The rich golden clusters of wattle in bloom 

Bend low to the breeze, and shed incense around. 
Oh, my heart to thy beauty must ever be true, 
Nor weary, my sweet little * Wren's Nest,' of you." 

*' There," said Edith, as she finished—" what do you thi^^^ 
of Harry for a poet ? And, of all things, to have immortali^^ 
our little slab hut in verse ! " And she laughed merrily. 

" It's too bad to laugh, Edie, I declare, ''said Lizzie. " Tb^ 
verses are very passable for a boy like Harry. I had no id^ 
he had the least rhyming propensity." 

** I'm glad to say the propensity does not prevent him t&k}p6 
his part in the practical walks of every-day life," said Marti^ 
dryly. " He does his share, and more sometimes than I li^^ 
him to do. It only proves that there are exceptions to eveff 
rule. For my part, I never made a line of poetry in my lifel 

And Edith put by her treasure — for though she l&ugheSf 
treasure she esteemed it^ and was proud enough of her youo^ 
brother's gift, as she called it, in her heart of hearts. 

Clusters of the wattle-trees in bloom, with their goldeH' 
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dowers of bnds, were here and there distillmg their incense 
nd the heath-blossom was pink beneath their feet. Edith 
athered a handful of the fairy-like bells and looked lovingly 
t them — more lovingly than ever; for were they not the 
heme of Harry's lay ? Every step of their way was carpeted 
)y thick green herbage — multitudes of little leaves, soft and 
velvety for the foot to rest on, and spangled by yellow flowers, 
hat gleamed like stars amidst the leaves. But, lovely as the 
vay was, and sweet as the breeze, the walk was a long one, 
md they began at last rather impatiently to look out for the 
lip-panel they had been told it would not be possible to 
aiss. 

The not-far -distant bark of dogs at last convinced them they 
^ere approaching the wished-for haven, and a few moments 
ind the heavy slip-panel appeared in sight, and a moment aftei 
lihey caught the first glimpse of the chimneys of the Grange. 
They had no time for comment had they been so disposed, foi 
as they came in full view of the house, William Aland himseli 

came out from the vicinity of the stables eagerly forward to 

Jtteet them, 
" I was afraid you had given up all idea of paying us a visit,** 

1^6 Baid, after the first salutation had passed, as he escorted 

ftem up to the house. " We have watched for you every day 

for some time." 
"We have to make hay while the sun shines," laughed 

Martin ; " but we always intended an early visit." And with 
, lb sisters he followed young Aland into the house through 
; Que of the numerous doors that met their view. 

The room they entered was a large one, unoccupied, uncoiled, 
' ttd with a floor composed of huge flags of stone, of all shapes 
I *id sizes, blended together evidently for the purpose of 
';. fanning a floor, and not for any symmetrical eflect. It was 

Aeatly swept, however, and down the whole length of the 

loom a large table was stretched, covered with a neat brown 
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oil-cloth. Two large, old-fashioned wooden arm-chairs, 'lined 
with chintz cushions, stood one on either side the hearth, upon 
which a small hut cheerful fire was hurning. Two windows, 
neatlj curtained, let in the pleasant afternoon sun, which fell 
all across the floor, sending a line of gold to the opposite wall. 
In the window-sill of each of these a few hooks were heaped 
— hooks that looked as if they had evidently been used by 
somebody, and among these Martin recognized, with pleasure, 
a large family Bible, in primitive green baize covering, which, 
from its outward semblance, had not been suffered to lie upon 
the shelf unopened. From a crane in the chimney swung a 
good-sized fountain, which bubbled forth a pleasant reminder 
of the tea it was destined to prepare ; and after that long walk, 
they all felt tea was not a thing to, be refused. There were 
two long colonial sofas of unpolished cedar-wood on either 
side the table, and a few benches against the wall Lizzie 
and Edith took their seats upon one of the former, after 
effectually resisting William Aland's persuasions to occupy 
the arm-chairs ; and having seen them seated, he went off to 
find his mother, who he guessed was somewhere in the 
neighbourhood of the kitchen, as usual. 

He had scarcely left them a moment when a door near them 
was thrown open, and, unconscious of guests, Winnie Aland 
rushed in, followed by a large kangaroo dog, who was leaping 
and fawning upon her, and equally oblivious of visitors. 

" Willie ! Willie ! " she exclaimed, and then discovering the 
unwonted guests, stopped short, a quick colour mounting to 
her very brow. She had advanced too far into the room to 
run away, or it is questionable whether she would not have 
adopted that style of procedure. Martin effectually put a 
stop to any hope of the kind, for rising and taking her hand, 
he led her forward to his sisters, pleasantly saying as he did 
so — " I have never had a formal introduction myself, and yet 
I think I may venture to introduce Miss Winnie Aland to my 
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sisters. Lizzie and Edie, I believe we have the pleasure of 
meetiDg Miss Aland." 

She laughed at that, and something of the nncomfortableness 
of a self-introduction was dispelled by his manner ; bat wild 
and nntntored as she was, Winnie was not quite reassured. 
She answered the kind inquiries of her Mends, but looked 
meanwhile timidly towards the door, as if, as Edith afterwards 
mischievously said, she still meditated a retreat. The return 
of William Aland, accompanied hj both father and mother, 
was a relief to all parties ; and certainly Winnie would have 
disappeared then, only that her cousin forcibly detained her, and, 
by some word or sign of his, set her on her good behaviour. 
Perhaps, too, in the little bustle of conversation that ensued, 
she was glad to take her revenge for being compelled to 
remain, by a covert examination of the two young ladies, so 
different to the general character of the visitors at the 
Grange. 

The young ladies themselves meanwhile were fully occupied 
by the kindly welcome they received from the old people — 
such a welcome, dear reader, as these old Australian home- 
steads often afford ; and which sends so warm a gush of 
pleasure to the heart. Mr. Aland, senior, was like his son in 
a great degree, but not so tall, and considerably stouter. His 
hair was of silvery whiteness — that is, the circle that still 
grew round his head's smooth baldness. He was a pleasant, 
cheerful-looking old man, with plenty of life and energy yet 
to spare, and a hearty tone of voice to warm up the whole. 
His wife was rather tall, also stout, and must have been very 
good-looking in her younger days, for she still retained signs 
of comeliness about the face, which had more than one loving 
dimpla Lizzie and Edith liked her the moment they saw 
her. 

Intent on hospitality, the long table was soon lavishly 
spread with all the larder contained. The fountain gave forth 
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its steaming contents, and the rich aroma of tea saluted the 
senses. Winnie, released from her restraint, was glad to he 
allowed to make herself of use ; and the whole party were 
soon gathered round to partake of the '* cup that cheers hut 
not inebriates/' and adds greatly to the social pleasure. 
People get so pleasantly sociable over a cup of tea, at least 
where a warm welcome attends it ; at any rate the Wallaces 
and the Alands did — freely discussing plans and prospects — 
giving and receiving news ; till even Winnie ventured a little 
pleased smile in reply to some remarks addressed to her, and 
promised to return the visit, when Lizzie asked her as thej 
rose to leave. 

" I very seldom get so far as your house, my dear," said 
Mrs. Aland, shaking hands warmly with Lizzie. ^' I am not 
young, you see. But Winnie — it will do her good to come, if 
you will have her. She wants a little good companionship, 
poor child,'' she said in a soft aside. 

" We shall be very glad to have her," said Lizzia " J£ you 
are fond of flowers, Miss Winnie," she added, with a meaning 
glance at a rosebud in her belt, " you will like to see ours, I 
think." 

"She will like them very much," said William Aland; 
" Winnie is very fond of flowers, and I will bring her to see 
yours. But we will not part here. Put on your bonnet, 
Winnie, and we will go some of the way at any rate on the 
road homeward with the Miss Wallaces." 

The moon was bright in the heavens when they left the 
Grange behind them ; but they were a merry, cheerful parly, 
and refreshed by welcome and tea, they were quite prepared to 
encounter the walk. There was plenty of laughter, for Lizzie 
and Edith were new to moonlight walks in Australia, and were 
often startled as some opossum, equally scared with themselves, 
whizzed across their path, or sprang from bough to bough 
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with their peculiar wild, whispering whirr. Edith especially 
provoked Winnie's laughter by innocently asking if there was 
no danger of snakes among the grass. 

*' Not at this time of year, Miss Edith," replied William 
Aland, after the laughter had somewhat subsided.- ''It is a 
rare thing for them to be out at night at any period." 

" They are frequently found near creeks, are they not ? " 
asked Lizzie with a slight shudder, though she smiled at the 
same time. 

" Now, Lizzie, don't get afraid of our pretty creek, whatever 
you do," said Martin ; '' it is a real boon to our garden. 
What should we do without it ? " 

" I never heard of any snakes in your creek. Miss Wallace," 
said William Aland, laughing. '' I think you have nothing at 
all to fear." 

" That is a comfort, at any rate," answered Edith. " One 
likes to be able to see the foe one has to encounter." 

They stood chatting for a little while before they parted, for 
it was a soft balmy night, and the moonlight was throwing 
fantastic shadows all around them. 

" You have only a short distance to go now," said William. 
" I think you cannot possibly miss your way now, Wallace." 
They had far exceeded the half-way they had intended to 
come ; and so Martin said as they laughingly took leave. 
Winnie and her cousin set off at a quick run on their home- 
ward path, and the three Wallaces leisurely took the little 
track that safely conducted them over the creek, and through 
their garden to their own door. 

Harry was reading when they entered, but his literary 
employments had not made him neglect their comforts. A 
cheerful fire was sending its bright scintillations up the 
chimney, and diffusing light and warmth through the snug 
little room. Very small it looked, indeed, after that of the 



42 GOLDEN GIFTS. 

Alands', but very pleasant still. The huge kettle was merrily 
siDging, inviting them to supper ; even the tea-things were 
set for a second supply, for Harry declared that after that 
walk they must be quite hungry. At any rate they did ample 
justice to his care for them, and gave him to understand, by 
their full appreciation of his provisions for their comfort, that 
they had not been cared for in vain. 

After all, the visit had been a pleasant one. They had 
secured some very agreeable neighbours — had both received 
and given pleasure at very little cost. Edith was right — the 
lettuces and peas were very acceptable indeed, for at the Grange 
they were novelties but seldom met with ; and Martin's pride 
was fully satisfied in the pleasure which the bestowal seemed 
to afford. 

"We must become better acquainted with Winnie, dear 
Edie,'' said Lizzie, as she laid her head on her pillow that night 
^' She looks as if she had no young friends — no female friends, 
I mean." 

" Did you ever see such a strange child ? " laughed Edie, 
slowly brushing out her curls and tying them together for the 
night. " She was quite scared at us — her blue eyes looked full 
of fright. Is she not a wild little thing ? And, oh, Lizzie, 
her hair ! that pretty golden hair tied up in that strange 
fashion. How can her cousin let her ? " 

" Perhaps he can't help it ; perhaps he did not notice it" 

'^ I believe he does," said Edie, putting out the light as she 
spoke and creeping into bed by her sister's side, where sleep 
presently took possession of thoughts and their expression. 
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CHAPTER VL 

THE "PBABL OF DATS." 

" Best from the daily tumult of the world. 
The daily ronnd of duties — ^peace and rest !" 

low many rare and precious gifts have been showered down 
ipon the inhabitants of our southern land in very prodigality 
>f profusion! Many of them little appreciated, perhaps 
because they are so profuse — or, perhaps, because they are 
mcomprehended. The gifts of sunshine and of shower — 
»f the blossom and of the tree ; the shadow of the rocks in 
he weary land — the murmur of the creek — and the whisper 
tf the breeze. Gifts, and goodly gifts, all these, of which we 
oo often only estimate their worth by their positive loss. 

Among all others, there is one fair, one bright, one golden 
^Ift that all may share — that indeed to all is given ; but, ah, 
low differently welcomed ! It comes a fair harbinger of peace, 
lere ushered in by soft bell-chimes — by hallowing melody — by 
he voice of praise ; here by quiet cessation from all but 
leedful employ — by relief from the noisy hum of the world's 
vork — from carping care, and pressing toil ; to some a 
'golden gift" indeed it proves, — the "pearl of days," — the 
Sabbath ! 

Be it in the city, where unnumbered feet tread the streets 
o the house of prayer — where the silken sheen and the 
hreadbare cloth pass each other, all on one errand bound, for 
ihe ostensible worship of the Most H igh — or in the far-off 
^ild, where the hush of nature seems to testify to the Sabbath's 
*epose ; where the breeze moves whisperingly from tree to 
xee, every trembling leaflet quivering with the praise of Him 
?vho formed it ; where the flower, and the bird-song, and the 
irickling waters of the creek, freshly bubbling from the 
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spriDg, all speak of Him who has made the Sabbath holy, — 
that Sabbath is indeed a '' golden gift " to man. 

The " pearl of days ! '' It was thus the Wallaces had been 
wont to esteem it in their dear old English home, for a ^' pearl 
of days " it was to them — so peacefully, happily, usefully spent 
Often those far-off Sabbath chimes seemed reverberating in their 
ears — often the Sabbath melodies, like the music of a dream, 
came floating back on the wings of memory. Dear Sabbatlui 
of the dear old past, never to return ! 

But the '^ golden gift " was thebs still in this far-off land. 
"Were they farther from Him — more distant from His eye ? 
Oh, no, no ; a thousand times no ! He was there still, to love and 
honour ; and the " pearl of days '* they were to keep as holy in 
their new-formed home as amidst the luxury of the old. It was 
their joy to do so. 

Strange it seemed — very strange at first, when no Sabbath 
chime called them forth to worship ; stranger still when they 
discovered that their Sabbath service must be conducted 
beneath the shelter of their own little slab hut ; for no house 
of prayer was within many miles of their dwelling. But that 
once discovered, and it grew as a thing of course ; and the 
Sabbaths were as peacefully, as beautifully kept as under manj 
a vaulted roof. 

Sweetly and harmoniously the four voices blended in the 
hymns and dear old time-honoured tunes of home. Very 
precious and rich sounded the words of sacred writ Martin read 
aloud, following with a well-selected discourse from some 
ancient or modern divine. All wound up, as commenced, with 
prayer. The little family seemed more closely knitted together 
at such times than ever ; their hopes, their aims were one \ 
and they soon found out that their Australian Sabbaths were 
still to them " golden gifts." 

Hitherto they had been undisturbed upon this day of rest \ 
no one had stolen in upon them — no one had discovered their 
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implojment. Peacefully thej had enjoyed themselves m 
heir own ways Sabhath after Sabbath throaghout the winter 
nonths, holding every morning a regular little service, and for 
ihe remainder of the day each pleasantly occupied with the 
nany Sabbath books they possessed. But it was scarcely 
[K>ssible that this should always last. To those who had no 
iiome employments, the Sabbath leisure was enticing ; and 
[perhaps there was a little curiosity abroad as to what the 
Wallaces did with Sunday, as on that day especially they were 
aever visible. With one, at least, there was a determination 
formed to find out. 

And so it happened that a Sunday or two after their visit to 
the Grange, they were seated around the table, surrounded by 
their books, the window and door both widely opened to 
idmit the fragrant breeze as it stole over the embroidery of 
Sowers, and wafted the grateful incense to the senses. Very 
t>eautiful was the scene without, for the vista of trees had 
6een enlarged, and beyond their own fine beds of fiowers the 
ieep gullies and tree-crowned hills, and that far, far-off peep 
3f ocean, were all distinctly visible. The scene within was 
£tlmost as fair ; for is it not lovely to see the bloom, the fiower 
3f life yielded to the service of the Saviour ? Is it nothing to 
^e young hearts in earnest praising Him who is so worthy 
3f praise ? 

Through the little gate — the gate they had passed on their 
dsit to the Alands — very leisurely that Sabbath morning came 
William Aland himself, with his cousin Winnifred. They 
same very quietly too ; not, indeed, that they had any idea of 
the surprise that awaited them ; they intended that to have 
been on their own side. To Winnie it seemed enchanted 
rround, and timidly, yet lost in admiration, she followed where 
ler cousin led, seeking beneath his shadow the protection she 
Telt she needed in such a fairy place. 

^' All out," thought Aland, as he approached the house and 
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no sign of human kind became visible. The next moment the 
open door and window attracted his attention, and throngh 
these there presently stole a soft burst of harmony that 
bi ought him at once to a stand. 

" Don't move, Winnie — for your life don't move," he said 
in a hushed voice beneath his breath. 

She clasped her hands over his arm and stood breathlesslj 
listening while the unconscious singers carried through their 
Sabbath melody in sweet cadence, such as she had never heard 
before. 

Presently the voices were hushed, and William Aland drew 
his cousin forward to the door, with the intention of at once 
announcing himself, and returning thanks for the music ihej 
had gratuitously heard ; but, on the very threshold, hb foot- 
steps were arrested by the unexpected spectacle of a kneeling 
group within. Martin was closing their service, as usual, by 
his customary prayer ; earnest, and short, and simple, it seemed 
to the listener just as such a prayer should be. Yet, never- 
theless, he felt disappointed at this new phase in the character 
of his friend, and the arch of his eyebrows grew elevated while 
he quietly stood and listened. Winnie shrank further into his 
shadow, casting frightened glances at the Wallaces, who little 
knew they were seen by other eyes than those whose power 
is omnipresent 

Aland felt half inclined to steal off ; but even as the thought 
occurred to him, there was a cessation of the prayer, and the 
whole group arose from their knees to discover their visitors. 

Martin walked forward with an outstretched hand and 
smile of welcome to greet his friend, a very slight accession of 
colour on his brow. 

" I am afraid I have done wrong by intruding to-day," said 
Aland, with a peculiar smile. 

" Not at all, not at all," responded Martin ; " had you been 
earlier we should have been still better pleased. We were 
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only holding onr nsnal Sabbath service, and should have been 
glad of your company." 

*' Do yon mean to say you do this every Sunday ? " asked 
the other in surprise. 

" Every Sunday, sir," smiled his friend. " It is too far to go 
to chapel, there is none within so long a distance ; so we do the 
next best thing— we read, and sing, and pray among ourselves ; 
and as I said before, we shall be very happy for you to join us 
every Sunday, if you will." 

Aland did not say he would or he would not, but as he still 
looked surprised, Martin went on. 

^ We have been so accustomed to think the Sabbath day 
one of our ' golden gifts,' Mr. Aland, that we can but desire to 
treasure it For my part, I have always found that a peace- 
ful, happy Sabbath makes a peaceful, happy week. It is 
something like the key-note of a melody, and sets the whole 
piece." 

" I like a pleasant, happy Sunday myself," replied Aland, 
smiling, "and, in a general way, I believe I pass the day 
pretty quietly, unless I take it into my head to ride, or to spend 
the day with a friend. But I rather think my way is different 
to yours, Wallace." 

" What is your way, Mr. Aland ? " asked Edith, looking 
suddenly up from the fire she was carefully raking together, 
on hospitable thoughts intent. The great kettle was already 
murmuring its pleasant melody, and sending forth little jets of 
premonitory steam, indicative of forthcoming tea. 

** My way. Miss Edith ? " he replied, colouring slightly. 
** Well, not so good as your way — not so good, no doubt, but 
still a very restful way, after a week's work. I confess I 
generally lie on the sofa and read or sleep through the day, 
as the case may be." 

She turned away from him half in disdain, and went on with 
her employment. 
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" Do you think it even a restful way ? " quietly asked 
Lizzie, as she removed his cousin's hat, and placed her in one 
of the most comfortable chairs, where she could enjoy a fiill 
view of the garden and its flowers. 

" Restful to the body, is it not. Miss Wallace ? ** 

" Our way is restful to the mind," said Lizzie significantly. 

" I should have thought not so ; your minds must be occu- 
pied. Mine, at any i-ate while I sleep, is at rest." 

" But the rest is but for a time — it does not last,'* said 
Lizzie. " We can go in the strength of ours very often many 
days — at least I find it so." 

He had nothing to say to that — it was something he did not 
quite understand. His silence was expressive. 

" Mr. Aland has been for some years in the colony, Lizzie ; 
he does not miss, as we do, the customary employments of 
the Sabbath. We, remember, are just transplanted from the 
very highest privileges of the Sabbath, and of course must feel 
at a loss to supply the great need. It is pleasant to us," he 
added, turning to his friend, '' to hold among ourselves services 
as nearly akin as possible to those we have lost ; no dpubt it 
would be very irksome to you.** 

" It does not follow," replied Aland. " If you will allow me 
the privilege of trying, I shall perhaps be in a position to 
disprove your words.** 

" We shall all be very happy to welcome you, and Miss 
Winnie too,*' said Martin cheerfully ; and Winnie looked as 
if it would be very pleasant to her to come, though she said 
nothing. 

** You are all readers here, I see," said Aland, looking at 
the well-filled bookshelves, and the volumes that were being 
removed from the table by Edith, preparatory to the spreading 
of the cloth. t- J Fa 

Yes,*' said Lizzie, smiling ; " reading is one of our pleasures. 
Wo value books among our * golden gifts.' " 
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"Seems to me," he replied, "that your 'golden gifts' are 
very numerous, Miss Wallace." 

" So they are ; we are always discovering new ones." 
Lizzie laughed merrily. 

" That is a household term with us," Martin interposed ; 
** a household term originating with my sister Lizzie. Pos- 
sessed of all the 'golden gifts' she says we have, we must 
be rich indeed." 

" Do you monopolize all the ' golden gifts ' in your family, 
Miss Wallace?" 

" Oh dear no ! I believe the tenants of the * Grange ' 
have an abundant share ; only perhaps," she hesitated, " they 
have not discovered them all — or perhaps they are not all 
estimated at their full worth." 

" Very likely not," said Aland, rising and taking his place 
at the table, where the noontide repast was spread ; a pleasant 
repast, and appetizing — cold, delicious ham, a crisp salad, and 
custards, to all which the snowy table-linen, the bright cutlery 
and glass, gave a zest of their own. Aland bad never more 
thoroughly enjoyed himself. It was something so new to be 
at the same table with pretty, graceful females — new to meet 
with such in slab huts, performing the parts of hostesses as 
perfectly as many a fair denizen of a marble hall would have 
done — that it carried him back to boyhood's days and an Eng- 
lish home, and rendered him rather quiet. Martin meanwhile 
was kind and cordial, and tried, as did his sisters, to draw 
Winnie from her reserve or timidity, though not very success- 
folly. They finally' dismissed her with a choice though small 
bouquet of their fairest flowers, and obtained a promise that 
she would come again to see them when next her cousin Willie 
came. 

" Take care we do not come too often," said William Aland 
significantly. " I have some remembrance of having read some- 
where words like these, * Keep thy foot from thy neighbour's 
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bouse, lest he weary of thee.' Now I confess I should not like 
that to be the case.*' 

" You need not fear," said Martin, laughing. '^ I think I 
maj speak for my sisters and brother as well as myself. We 
shall always be glad to see you." 

"And it will be very pleasant to us if you will joiniu 
eveiy Sunday morning," added Lizzie cheerfully. ^' Do not 
forget, Mr. Aland." 

" I certainly shall not, Miss Wallace, and thank you for the 
invitation. At what hour do you commence your service ? '/ 

"At half-past ten. Will that be too early? We are 
generally all ready by that time." 

" I will remember." 

" I will not let him forget," Winnie ventured, as they turned 
away. 

They walked some way in silence, both intent on their own 
thoughts ; not a very usual proceeding for either of them. 
Winnie was generally wild and bright, full of life and spirits 
when abroad with her cousin, and he quite willing to respond 
to her lively sallies, or scold her for her wildness, or langh 
at her strange freaks. Woman-like, she was first to break the 
silence now. 

" Willie, do you like these people ? " 

He started and turned a scrutinizing glance upon her. 
" These people, Winnie ! " he replied ; " of whom are you 
speaking ? " 

" Of the Wallaces, to be sure," Winnie laughed. '* Of 
whom else could it be ? Do you like them ? " 

" Like them ! " he answered, rather impatiently. " Of course 
I do. Don't you ? " 

"I don't know," replied Winnie, with her head on one 
side. " I do, and I don't I like Martin very well, and Miss 
Wallace. ' 

" Is that all ? " said her cousin. And he presently added, 
'* Don't you admire Miss Edith?" 
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" No," said Winnie boldly. 

" No ? Why not, Winnie ? — why not ? — why not ? ** 

^'Don't know ; but I don't^ and that's flat,*' she answered, 
with determination. 

** I wish, Winnie, you would not use such words," replied 
William, in a vexed tone, as he slightly quickened his pace, 
switching off the blossoms of the wattle as he passed with the 
riding-whip he generally carried in his hand. 

"What have I said now?" asked Winnie pettishly. "I 
said nothing wrong." 

" Something you would never hear from the lips of a lady, 
Winnie. ' That's flat ' may do very well for a man ; but for a 
lady ? — no." 

She laughed gaily. ^' I'm not going to be stiff and prim, 
Willie," she exclaimed, " and always picking out my words. 
If that's how ladies are, I don't want to be one. I'm just plain 
Winnifred Aland, and no flne Miss." 

" Winnie ! " The tone that the single word was uttered in 
was one that often recalled her to order. She winced now, 
but went on half defiantly, — 

" Why should I ? and why am I "bound to like Miss Edith ? " 

" You are not bound," replied her cousin coolly ; " but I 
don't see how you can help it. She's pretty and graceful, and 
very kind to you, Winnie. You must own that ; and there's 
a good deal you might learn from her if you choosa" 

" I don't want to learn," said Winnie wilfully. " I'll learn 
of Miss Wallace, if I learn at all. I like her face. Why should 
I like the other ? I don't, for I don't think she likes you, 
Willie." 

It was William Aland's turn to wince now, but he only 
betrayed it by a quick rise of colour ; and of that the wattle- 
blossoms only had advantage, for from Winnie he had turned 
his face quite away. 

" Silly child I " he presently said, in a tone of mingled irri- 

£ 2 



52 GOLDEN GIFTS. 

tation and contempt ; " do you expect every one to betray the 
state of their feelings as you do ? " 

Something in the tone — something in the words, stung her to 
the quick. She put up her hands to her face as though she 
would press back the tears that were fain to rise, and took her 
usual position when offended — in advance of him, with her 
head bowed down. Poor Winnie — it seemed hard to have her 
tenderness thrown back upon her thus. What if she did 
show her love and care for him, her cousin ? Was there 
anything wrong in that ? Winnie began to wonder if she were 
not all wrong — if there could possibly be any right at all in 
her nature. She would have shed hearty tears had she been 
alone, in the very humiliation of her feelings ; but in his 
presence pride restrained her. 

He came up to her side presently, and laid his hand on her 
arm. " Be friends, Winnie ! " he said smilingly. 

She sprang from him pettishly, and put back his hands. 
" No, Willie, no. You despise me ; let me go. I am not like 
Edith Wallace ; I never shall be. I'll go back to the bush; 
they're not ashamed of me there ! " 

" I'm not either, Winnie ; I'm going to be proud of my 
cousin yet," said William soothingly. " I am now ; and that's 
what makes me so anxious for her to do credit to me, and her- 
self too." 

" Why do you wish me to like Edith "Wallace, then ? " said 
Winnie, half appeased, looking gloomily up through her wet 
lashes. 

" You may like whom you choose, Winnie," he replied 
laughingly ; " it does not matter in the least. Will you go 
with me next Sunday ? " 

" To their service ? Yes. It is so strange, but I like it. 
I was once in a chapel — a long time ago. They sang, I re- 
member. But they have prayers like uncle does, don't 
they ? " 
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" Not exactly like your uncle. He uses a prayer-book, and 
it seems to me Martin Wallace prays without." 

" Do you think you shall like it ? " 

" Don't know ; never tried. It's new, however ; and I am 
getting tired of our old sleepy Sundays," 

" And the flowers," said Winnie, caressing her little lovely 
but forgotten bouquet. " Are not they beautiful ? I like them 
very much." 

" I suppose so," laughed her cousin. " And that love of 
flowers you have makes me hopeful of you, Winnifred Aland ; 
and in spite of yourself you shall become a lady ; you shall get 
refined; and, my fair, wilful cousiil, you shall not go back 
into the bush. Gome, now for a run to the slip-panel ; who 
will be first ? " 

It was the right sort of regimen to try with Winnifred ; he 
knew that well. It answered at once. With a gay laugh 
away went all her moodiness and ill-temper ; and off on 
the light wings of well-trained feet, she soon distanced her 
cousin (who- intended that she should), and reached the desired 
goal ^Ye minutes before he came up. This time, however, she 
stood quietly by, and did not attempt to touch the panels, 
having profited by a former lesson ; she reluctantly, but tacitly, 
consented to this division of the work. He threw them carelessly 
down, one after the other, a meaning smile on his lips at this 
fresh token of his power. 



CHAPTER VII. 

BLACK VISITORS. 



" Edie, do you like this kind of life ? " asked Harry, one 
lovely day later in the spring, as they sat together in the 
verandah, eating a simple dinner, composed of sandwiches and 
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salad from their garden, and evidentlj eDJojing alike the din- 
ner, the day, and the prospect They were alone ; for Lizzie 
had accompanied Martin on his Adelaide trip, to make sundry 
necessary purchases and bring a little Adelaidean news up into 
the wilds, as Edith laughingly stipulated she should do ; and 
meanwhile, with Harry's aid, she contentedly remained at home, 
keeping house. 

'' Do I like this kind of life ? " repeated Edith, looking sud- 
denly round upon her brother with laughing eyes. ** Do you ? " 

" Pm not sure. Yes ; I like it for some things." 

^' I like it also for some things," replied Edith, with comie 
gravity. 

'* Well, but I mean to say, though I like it for some things, 
there are other things that make it not so pleasant,'' ^^ 
Harry, piuching off pieces of his sandwich and pelting them 
at a little black and white kitten that nestled at Edith's feet 

" So I suppose.'* 

" And I should have thought, Edie, that there were many ' 
things that you would miss here." 

" Really, my dear Harry, and what do you think I must 
miss ? " 

" Nicely carpeted rooms, good furniture, books, and chiefly 
music. Don't your fingers long to be once more familiar with 
the piano-keys ? " 

'^I confess to a rebellious tendency in these same digits," 
Edie laughingly exclaimed, extending her very pretty hands, 
that even close acquaintance with many of the roughnesses of 
practical life had not entirely spoiled. "But however, Harry, 
I have latterly schooled myself into graceful submission, and 
it will never do for you to stir up any latent sparks of 
discontent." 

" Well, no. If it is a state of things never to meet with a 
remedy, I suppose it would not be wise to do so," said Harry 
discontentedly. 
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** I should have thought, too, after all," continued Edith, 
'^that 70U would not have found it difficult to reconcile your- 
self to such a situation as this. Look at those hills, Harry, 
and the deep, dark ravines that act as foils to their green 
beauty ; and such a sky of pure azure above all — fair even as 
a poet's dream. Are you not satisfied ? " 

" With that — ^yes ; yes, indeed, it is very lovely. Of course 
I am. And indeed, Edie, I am generally satisfied with all ; 
only sometimes I fancy I should like more time for study, and 
a different purpose in life before me than mere money-making." 

" I hope we have all a better purpose than that — merely 
that before us," said Edith lightly ; *' though please to re- 
member, my most sage brother, such things as well -carpeted 
rooms, good furniture, books, and music are not attainable 
without the ' golden gifts ' of wealth. If we want these things 
in our possession agaiu^ we must try and be contented to coin 
the means in patience. I, for my part, expect to keep my 
fingers in practice with the churn — the piano is a thing of the 
future." And as Harry still sat moodily resting his head be- 
tween his hands and musing discontented thoughts, she added 
brightly, " Come, cheer up ! the future may contain the * golden 
gifts ' we both covet. Let us be happy and trustful, and make 
the most of the present." 

" You are a * golden gift ' in yourself, dear Edie," said the 
boy affectionately. " There are lots of fellows not so rich as 
to possess such a treasure of a sister. Well, then, hey for the 
future ! and, as you say, make the most of the present ;" and 
throwing the last morsel at the kitten's feet, he sprang to his 
own, and shouldered the spade that stood waiting his leisure in 
one comer of the verandah. 

" Only let me suggest," said his sister, with an arch smile, 
laying her hand upon his arm, ** that it is not the best method 
of making the most of the present to cast away its gifts so 
recklessly." And she pointed significantly to the feline morsel. 
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who was doiDg its part, and making the most of the said gift, 
and growling menacingly over it 

He laughed heartily at that, and the laugh did him good ; 
for a good laugh is, after all, a most excellent medicine, scat- 
tering to the four winds of heaven many a heavy vaporous 
feeling, even as the sunshine dissipates the mist that descends 
like a pall over all nature's beautiful scenery. A good laugh, 
be it understood, with a good genuine fount to bubble up from 
— a laugh that requires no foreign aid to draw it forth, but 
freely echoes from a living source, and leaves a warm, joyous 
feeling of pleasure behind it 

It did him good ; and after that he went to his work with 
double energy, determined to make the most of the present, and 
with an eye to the far-off future, that gleamed like a rainbow 
of hope through the waters of the creek with which he was 
that aHornoon plentifully irrigating their land. 

Edith, as she went about her own employment within and 
without, smiled to herself as she heard him singing at his 
work. She had been thoroughly successful in dispelling his 
uiooilnoss, and, to keep up the sunshine that had succeeded, 
she gave many little extra touches to their bush sitting-room, 
gathered fresh tlowers to embellish the tea-table, and in her 
kitchen department concocted some wonderful cakes that she 
know wore particularly agreeable to the palate of her younger 
brother. How nuioh power does every member of a fomily 
pi\«soss over the happiness of the rest, be it simply in the per- 
formance of a kind action or the manufacture of a cake. 

AtW alU >\*as Edith content with the life she was then 
loading ? Was the little slab hut and its pretty surroundings 
tho otnuro aivund which her future life was to revolve, and 
could »he bo satisfied with such a centre ? Sooth to say, gen- 
tle n>ador, niv Sl»e iiulood possessed the rare — or, as we 
mu»t namo it, thti» ** g.>ldeu gift," because so rare— of turning 
the protw of «>wry.day life into poetry, of weaving around 
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most common-place and outre thiDgs the delicate tracery of a 
fair imagination — an imagination that beautified the objects it 
came in contact with, just as the pearly moonlight graces the 
humble shed, and casts unsightly and ungainly things into the 
shade. But to live always in this dreamy fancy-land was not 
her object — not even her desire. Like all the rest of the hu- 
man species, she could picture a future of her own ; she pos- 
sessed her own secret castles in the air — castles that gleamed 
through a rose-tinted atmosphere, and lured her on with 
beckoning light. Yet meanwhile she trod the nari'ow paths of 
every-day toil and every- day pleasure contentedly ; the more 
so, perhaps, because the hope in that future was so large and 
whole-souled. 

We are speaking of the future of this world's life, the tale 
that other years were to tell ; but Edith Wallace knew some- 
thing of another kind of hope — the hope that cannot be 
ashamed, that knows no disappointment, that owns no ship- 
wreck. Earthly anticipations often fail ; earthly bliss often 
disappoints ; this hope never. Without it all earthly happi- 
ness, earthly honours, earthly advancements, sink into nothing- 
ness. Mansions we may possess in this life ; fair and wide 
domains ; golden stores of wealth ; but we are poor indeed, 
and miserably poor, without it is ours to possess a title to the 
mansions that never fade away, but are eternal in the heavens. 

** Edie 1 " exclaimed Harry, coming suddenly in about tea- 
time, and throwing down his spade outside as he came, " you 
were very anxious to see some natives ; come with me to the 
corner of the garden overlooking the road, and you will have 
a fine view of them." 

** Natives! yes indeed; capital! I just do want to see them," 
exclaimed Edith gleefully, snatching up her sun bonnet, and 
forthwith hiding pretty face, curls, and all beneath its amplitude 
of shadow. Well for the fate of the cakes that they were already 
dished, or they would, we fear, have been dished indeed, for in 
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that moment of excitement they were most certainly forgotten 

in toto. 

That comer of the garden was the very best spot to take a 
view from that could possibly be enjoyed. It was a Tery 
favourite place of resort with Edith, because she could see bo 
nicely all that went along the road, and at the same time enjoy 
80 delightful a shelter, both from prying eyes and from too 
fervid sunbeams. The " Wren's Nest " and its grounds were 
in fact on the top of a high embankment, rather perhaps on 
the side of the hill through which the road was cut Young 
wattles stood thickly grouped together at the very edge of this 
height — a perfect plantation of young wattles, tea-tree bushes, 
and tall grass outside the fence; and these formed EdiA's 
screen. With light foot and merry heart, she followed her 
brother thither now, and crouching down among the grass, 
and pushing away the branches on either side of her, looked 
with bright, eager eyes down upon the road track. 

" Where, Harry, where are they ? I don't see them," she 
exclaimed in a low whisper, as she peered about from side to side. 
" You don't ? Look there I " and he pointed to the opposite 
side of the road, a little further on, where the shadow of a fine 
gum fell broadly and widely over a grassy spot. Beneath its 
shade a group of natives were gathered ; not many, only half- 
a-dozen and two or three piccaninnies ; but sitting and standing' 
about on the banks of the creek, with the tree shadows fall- 
ing around them, very picturesque and pretty was the effect 
Perhaps to poetic uatures like Edith's and her brother's, they 
could not have been presented under a more favourable aspect 
At any rate, distance lent enchantment to the view, divesting 
blankets of their dirt and limbs of their attenuation ; and the 
two lookers-on, from their leafy retreat, enjoyed the peep to 
the full of their bent. 

They have two or three dogs with them, as well as 
piccaninnies," said Harry. « Do you see them ? " 
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" Yes, Harrj ; bat I wish thej wonld come nearer. Oh, if 
I had only my sketch-book and pencils, what a groap I could 
make!" 

^ Seems to me," said Hany, '' that there is a movement in 
the camp. Jast look at that fellow ; depend upon it he sees 
the smoke from onr chimney. Now, Edie, yon will have your 
wish — a sight of them near enough ; and I move for home, for 
Aland says they are arrant thieves." 

It was as he said ; the smoke, curling and wreathiug in 
slender, graceful columns from among the trees, had been seen ; 
bat only one man and woman slowly moved off from the group 
to reconnoitre. Edith and Harry saw them do so, and ran 
back to the housa Open doors, and blacks in the neighbour- 
hood, were not to be tolerated. Edith thought, too, of her tea- 
table, and the cakes at the fire, and was not quite reassured till 
within doors she discovered that the most perfect safety and 
solitude still reigned. 

^'Our friends are slow in making their appearance," said 
Harry, laughing, on coming in a few moments after to join his 
Bister at the table. 

" Perhaps they will not come ; perhaps they never saw the 
smoka Well, I should like to see them, I confess." 

She turned and glanced to the window, and gave a startled 
spring to her brother's side ; for peering through the glass 
ivere two pairs of very black eyes, rendered more conspicuous 
itill by the whiteness of the eyeballs ; two shaggy heads of 
bair ; and two mouths of very wide teeth, stretched to their 
•videst extent by the sudden panic they had occasioned. 

Edith was herself again in a moment, and went immediately 
to the door to examine her strange guests. 

^ A woman I can it really be ? " she exclaimed, in a low tone 
>f disgust 

It was a woman, vn*apped in the customary dirty blanket ; 
vnd from behind her shoulders, enfolded in another, depended 
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a tiny piccaninny, more than half white, with a head covered by 
lovely auburn curls— for lovely they were, even amidst the dirty 
BuiToundings— and dark eyes, that glistened and gleamed with 
curiosity and cunning, that strangely befitted snch a tiny &ce. 
A half-grown boy, with a tattered shirt, and pair of moleskin 
trousers (some white man's cast-off clothes), stood closely by 
her side. Edith was fain to acknowledge now that indeed all . 
the charm had been in the distance, for these poor creatora 
seeniod to her repulsive in the extreme. 

"Bread, misses, please ; piccaninny plenty hungry." ItwM 
the mournful voice of the woman that spoke. It reminded 
Edith something of the regular beggar's whine, in the home- 
land. 

** Poor creatures ! Hungry are you ? I will give you Bome 
broad," she exclaimed, tears starting to her eyes. " However 
they can live, or what they manage to live on, I can't think, 
t>ho contiiuied. Cutting some thick slices from the loaf, ww 
buttering them nicely, she placed them in the thin black hands 
extended for them. But in the little black baby's hand she 
placed one of her sweet cakes, watching with delight the quiet 
air of* enjoy men t with which it was again and again lifted to 
tlie moulh by the tiny half-white fingers. 

**Cub me brock," was plaintively drawled out by the black 

mother, as noticing the attention the piccaninny attracted, she 

uuulo it a plea for further extortion. ** Gib me brock, misses.'* 

** Ihook I What does she mean, Harry ? " laughed Edith. 

" Whatever is bnx^k ? " 

*^ut the black woman herself made her words intelligible, 
Kv »*iguiticantly touching Edith's dress, and reiterating " Old 
hrtH^k, misses," 

" A fnvk she moans," laughed Edith merrily. " Oh yes, 
>"^*u »Uu i^^Yo a fiwk," and running into her bedroom, she 

kJ^T i I *''^*"'^ *^ "^^"^ ^^'^^"^ '^**^^^* *^*^ ®^*'**» *^^ retummg, 
*^ the blaek boy earnestly petitioning for « white money." 
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*^ I wonder whether it is possible to satisfy these people ? 
she asked, in amused tones. 

'* I should say not," said Harry angrily. " Aland says give 
them what you will, they will ask for more. Where you come 
from ? '* he asked the boy. 

** River Murray" was the curt reply, with a twinkle of the 
grave-looking black eyes. 

" I say, Edie," laughed Harry, " a nearer view divests them 
of their poetry. Did you ever see a more ugly object than 
that woman ? Is she not repulsive in the extreme ? nothing 
good about her but her teeth — they are white enough." 

^* And then to think that these beings are really of one blood 
with us 1 " replied Edith. " Does it not seem strange ? They 
have souls ; and yet how near they seem to approach the 
lowest order of animals ! I wonder whether there is really 
any effort made to do them good ? " 

** I should think by their appearance that it would not be 
easy to make an impression upon them," said Harry, looking 
after them ; for supposing that they had obtained all they were 
likely to get, they were slowly moving off in the direction of 
the road — the boy in advance, the woman and her piccaninny 
following after. "They seem poor, miserable, half-starved 
creatures too," he cobtin*ued ; " their legs are mere black 
sticks." 

** I wonder whether we shall see any more of them ? " 
" Don't doubt it, Edie. Your bread and butter and my half- 
pence will prove too attractive ; we shall have them all down 
upon us." 

They did not, however ; for the shades of evening were 
already falling, and the pale moonlight slightly silvering the 
top branches of the trees. It was getting chilly too as well as 
dark ; and Harry, who ran across for another peep after tea 
had been discussed, brought intelligence that they had made 
a large fire, and by its light he could see that their numbers 
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were increased, and that tbej had a collection of bonghs, mtii 
which he supposed they had formed " wuriies " for the night 
Edith ventured out with him once, and declared the night view 
was even more picturesque than the day. The moonlight and 
dark shadows — the lurid glow of the flames that fell fitfully 
over the quaint, weird figures that flitted to and fro— the dis- 
tant corroberry that now and then the breeze brought on its 
wing — all added to the effect. It was worth something to see 
that night picture. She only wished she could forget th»t 
nearer view she had enjoyed. It took away considerably firon 
the charm of the scene. Yet even with this drawback, she 
would not have lost the sight for anything. She was glad to 
know, however, thanks to William Aland's experience, that 
the dread the poor creatures entertained of the "white 
man's spirits" would effectually prevent another visit that 
night. So, returning to the house, they made up a cheerfnl 
fire, and employed themselves comfortably with work ftud 
books till the arrival of the Adelaide visitors. 



CHAPTER Vin. 

OFFENCE AND DEFENCE. 



From the time of his first Sunday visit to the WaUaeea, 
William Aland was rarely an absentee from the services at 
their slab hut. Whatever was the attraction — the pleasant 
society, the pretty, neat room they sat in, or the perfume and 
beauty of the flowers — was best known to himself; but Sunday 
after Sunday he traversed the dray track, sometimes with and 
sometimes without his cousin ; for she often proved refractorj 
and would not go, trying at the same time every inducement to 
detain him. 
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''It's your most leisure daj, Willie," she exclaimed one 
bright Sabbath morning after he had asked for her company. 
** Ton might take me a ride— a good long ride. I don't see 
what 70a want prosing awaj at those Wallaces." 

** I should think, Winnie, it ought to be sufficient that I 
find it pleasant to go," returned William coolly; '* and I can't 
for the life of me see why it should not be the same for you," 
lie continued. 

'*I want a ride," was the pouting reply; "and it's plea- 
santest to be out of doors this weather." 

"Ton shall have your ride, Winnifred," returned her 
cousin, laughing, " but you shall go with me also there first, 
and a good ride after." 

So the matter was arranged, not entirely to Winnie's 
satisfaction, but better than nothing at all ; and she submitted 
with a very fair grace, and came out at the proper time from 
her room, attired in riding costume, and looking so well that 
she was rewarded by an approving smile from her cousin. 
She really looked far better in riding habit and hat than in 
any other dress, for the habit had been a present from her uncle, 
and had been made in Adelaide, while her dresses were gene- 
rally home-made, and very much home-made indeed, having 
little regard to fitting or grace. But this habit transformed 
her, and gave her a far more graceful appearance than she 
usually wore. The hat, too, was small and pretty, with two 
or three coquettish black feathers stuck in the band, and a long 
veil of blue gauze floating away from her face. Even her hair 
had been arranged better than usual. She could not make it 
curl to her satisfaction, although, poor child, she had twisted 
it up in paper and rolled it around her fingers every night. It 
was all in vain, and the only improvement she found at all 
comeatable was to weave it into broad plaits and fasten it with 
hair-pins. The gleams of gold shot out from those plaits in 
better style than from the round, hard knob ; and William 
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Aland soon noticed the improvement, and told her tliat it was 
the very next hest thing to curls. 

So curls were the first in his estimation after all? The smile 
that lighted up her face at his praise was sadly damped hjthis 
qualification. 

" I can't curl my hair, Willie ; it's no use, I have tried," 
she said, sadly enough. 

" Well, never mind, Winnie; yon look very nice as you are 
— very nice; and I'm proud of .you; and you're a first-rate 
horsewoman, and sit well in the saddle.** 

She knew that, and there was a little secret gleam of 
pleasure in the soft eyes, and a little conscious tinge of colour 
in the check, when she rememhered this was one thing Edith 
Wallace could not do; for she still retained the same dislike 
to her fair neighbour, though she scarcely understood the foun- 
tain from which the feeling bubbled up. She was glad of her 
cousin's praise— glad he liked her to look well — glad to please 
him only. If he would not have measured her by anothei^s 
standard, the pleasure would have been dearer — more highly 
valued. 

The service was still the same — dear old time-honoured 
hymns, and sweet tunes, rendered sweeter by the voices that 
sang them. Bible words, the Grospel, and the Psalms, and 
words of wisdom from some divine (Guthrie or Krummacher), 
followed by the same earnest, fervent prayer; for Martin 
Wallaco was in earnest, whatever he did ; the tone of his 
voice as well as his actions intimated as much. And Aland 
was forced to admit, what sometimes his scepticism led him to 
^<Hibt, that at least there was reality here. 

** If all religious people were as consistent as you are, Wal- 
laiHS ono would be inclined to have more faith in religion," he 
oxi'luinuHl, as they stood together in the verandah after service 
u>r u U^w numionts before leaving. 

'* liicousistouoy in its member^'s does not make reUgion less 
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a realitj," returned Martin gravely, " or less impei*atiye in its 
demands." 

" But it does very strongly affect its influence ; the incon- 
sistency of its ministers especially. They who preach to others 
ought at least to be perfect themselves." 

** No earth-bom son is perfect, my dear Aland. If you look 
for perfection anywhere, you will fail to find it, at least, short 
of the Saviour. Ministers are but men after all, heirs to all 
the evils fiesh is heir to; subject to the same cares, the same 
temptations. The earlier teachers of the gospel were frail and 
faulty in themselves; perfect only in Christ^ Elias was a man 
of like passion as we ; a mighty prophet, but yet a weak 
man." 

" Don't judge of religion by the faultiness of its members," 
Martin again reiterated, for Aland made no reply. '' It, in it- 
self, is pure, and peaceable, and lovely, emanating from one who 
is all lovely ; and oh, Aland, it is all-important both for time 
and for eternity ! " 

" I suppose you consider me a reprobate," said Aland, with 
slight sarcasm in his tone. " Well, perhaps I am ; but I would 
rather be that than a hypocrite." 

"Are you sure that you are not the last ?" asked Edith, 
with something of his own sarcasm. She had been standing 
at the door unobserved during the discussion. William Aland 
turned quickly round, and Winnie's blue eyes flashed fire. In 
a moment her indignation found words. 

** Willie is no hypocrite, Miss Edith ! " 

" Hush, Winnie, never mind ; Miss Edith does not know 
me as well as you. In what respect do you think I deserve the 
title ? " he quietly asked. 

" I did not say you deserved it ; I asked you if you were 
sure you did not, " replied Edith, rather haughtily. 

" Why should you ask such a question ? I do not deserve 
it at your hands, Miss Edith." 
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*^ I suppose Edie is of the opinion that most people are 
hypocrites at times ; that is, seem to he to others what thej 
are not," said Lizzie. 

^' I should hate and despise such people! " exclaimed Winnie^ 
startled out of her timidity by the charge ; " Willie is just what 
he seems." The colour came bounding back to her face in a 
crimson flood as, at that instant, her cousin quietly laid his 
hand upon her arm, and smilingly exclaimed, " You see, I 
have at least a champion in my cousin Winnifred," and then 
as quietly he led - her to her horse, and assisted her to 
mount. 

" Perhaps, Miss Edith, you may know me better some day," 
he continued, as, bowing his adieu, he rode off after his cousin, 
who had already cantered forward, without a word of fare- 
well 

" Winnie," he said, overtaking her, and just touching her 
bridle hand, " when I wish you to take my part before 
strangers, I will tell you. Don't do it again, child ; it looks 
foolish ! " 

Looks foolish ! Poor Winnie ! She kept her horse's head 
a length before his, and pulled her veil more closely over her 
face. There were tears now welling fast from her eyes, com- 
posed of two ingredients — sorrow and indignation. " Always 
wrong, always wrong," she bitterly thought, and her head 
bowed with a feeling of deep humiliation. And " child ! " he 
always called her that now ; just too when she felt that in 
heart at least she was growing old. 

If William saw the tears, he said nothing this time; he had 
the cud of his own bitter thoughts to pursue. They took a 
long, but a moody, silent ride together, enjoyed apparently 
by neither, and reached the Grange in time for supper; but 
Winnie's head ached sadly, and she soon slipped away to her 
room, and appeared no more that night. 

Edith Wallace could not account for the almost rode words 
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lat she had uttered, when her brothers and sisters questioned 
er respecting her reasons for doing so. She could scarcely 
itisfactorilj account for them to herself. ^* It was the impulse 
f the moment," she said, *^and perhaps correct." But when 
lone she tried to analyze her feelings, she found less difficulty. 
ihe knew then that she had some reason for her words, for 
n instinct within told her that William Aland*s Sabbath 
isits meant something else besides what they were intended to 
ppear. She would have nothing to do with it. It was per- 
)ctly useless his thinking of pleasing or attracting her, if that 
'as what indeed he thought of. Poor Winnie ! she might rest 
uite satisfied there was no intention in Edith Wallace to enter 
16 lists against her. 

Two or three weeks passed by, and none of the tenants of the 
hrange made their appearance at the " Wren's Nest." Two 
undays passed, and they held their little service quite alone, 
tizzie and Martin looked significantly at each other. 

** Our Edie has effectually offended the Alands," said the 
>rmer, one Sunday evening, as they stood quietly under the 
erandah together. Harry and Edith were both sauntering 
irough the garden, out of hearing. 

" It seems so," said Martin, smiling. " She appears to have 
kken a veiy strong prejudice against him, and the nearer he 
Ivances, the further she recedes." 

" He certainly does advance," said Lizzie ; " and if he is 
tended, perhaps after all it is as well. I do not think I could 
irt with dear Edie to such keeping." 

" We are advancing very fast, my dear Lizzie," laughed 
[artin, ''and perhaps without reason; there may be nothing 
it a little admiration. At any rate, we may apparently 
kfely leave it in Edith's hands ; she seems fully able to 
anage her own affairs. For my own part, I both like him, 
id feel interested in him. I should be sorry to lose his 
iendship." 

F 2 
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" His cousin Winnie seems so wrapped up in him ; it is 
almost a pity." 

" She is very young, Lizzie, and scarcely understands her 
own feelings, or she would not hetray them so. I fancy Aland 
read her a lecture on their way home against public demon- 
strations. I watched them down the hill, and judged so bj 
their gestures ; his hand was on her bridle." 

" Poor little Winnie I " sighed Lizzie. " I wish she could 
be drawn out of her reserve, and return one's affection. I fkacj 
she wants a strong hand to guide her. " 

Edith's words had indeed hurt Aland. Deeply wounded in 
his self-love — wounded by her obvious coolness, her determined 
resistance to all advances of friendship on his part — he moodiljr 
resumed his old Sunday sleep, and kept far aloof from the 
" Wren's Nest " for the space of three whole weeks. By the end 
of that time some' of his pride began to evaporate, and the 
possibility occurred to him that perhaps he was attaching more 
meaning to words and actions than was really intended; that 
the demonstrativeness of his cousin Winnie led him to mis- 
judge the actions of Edith Wallace. His course of action was 
soon decided. 

One lovely afternoon, Edith haying a few leisure moments, 
and requiring some eggs for the concoction of tea-cakes, set 
off to hunt for the nestful she knew there must be somewhere 
among the bushes ; for cunning as were the crows — with their 
incessant, mocking caw, caw, c-a-a-a-w — the hens were cunning 
too, and often chose out the snuggest, most cunning little nooks, 
whereinto even the sharp eye of a crow could not spy. It was 
good fun to Edith, this egg-searching business, when she had 
plenty of time on her hands j better still when a whole groap 
of snow-white eggs were brought to view, and her search thus 
pleasantly rewarded. This afternoon she had varied her oc- 
cupation of egg-hunting by gathering wild flowers, of which, 
up and down the bushes and behind pieces of rocks, she fonnd 
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choice supply; wild bulbous-rooted flowers, so fair and 
'axen in formation, that she longed to transplant them to the 
arden, and wondered whether cultivation would make them 
hirer still. The air was soft and fragrant, for the silver wattle 
;ill shook its delicate perfume on the breeze, and some of the 
owers at her feet were sweet and deliciouslj scented, small as 
ley were, and but for that perfume perhaps unnoticeable. 
I; was her first acquaintance with an Australian spring, and it 
^med to her very lovely, very summer-like ; for at times the 
in's rays were even now too hot This afternoon the breeze 
icely tempered the heat ; the two together were admirably 
>njoined ; and such an azure sky was above, and such a 
ower-woven carpet still spread beneath her feet, though a 
ttle of its verdure had fled, and grass seeds were beginning 
) make their appearance. The egg business went on very 
:owly indeed ; but she had just discovered a large nest, and 
'as delightedly gathering the white treasures into her basket, 
hen she became aware of the presence of some other person, 
ad sprang to her feet to encounter William Aland. 

** Miss Edith ! '* he exclaimed, but with a tone so quietly 
ssured that she was convinced he had not only that moment 
iscovered her, " I was just on the way to your house with a 
ttle of the fortune of a day's shooting. I do not know whether 
ou have tasted any of our wild pigeons, but my own experience 
lys they are worth the trial." And he held up two brace of 
eautiful bronze-winged birds, the rich colours of whose 
Inmage glittered in the sun. 

Edith exclaimed, at their loveliness, " It is a great pity to 
ill such pretty creatures merely to gratify the appetite — ^at 
last so I think ; " she replied, " My brother and sister will 
lank you." 

It was as much as to say she did not ; but he said nothing, 
ily kept near her side, as, gathering up her basket of eggs, 
le took the path to the house. 
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'^ Have I been so unfortunate as to offend you. Miss Edith?'* 
he presently asked, in low, hurt tones. 

" No, certainly," replied Edith lightly; " why, or how should 
you offend me ? '* 

" That I have yet to learn," he answered. " I can only say 
I would not willingly have done it ; and if unwittingly, would 
as willingly atone." 

" There is nothing to atone for," replied Edith carelessly, 
stepping before him and gathering a flower as she passed, from a 
small, white rose-bud, which the next monient she threw away. 
He quietly picked it up, and thrust it into his waistcoat button- 
hole without speaking. 

"Is your cousin well?" was Edith's next question, for the 
silence was becoming oppressive, and the way seemed very long, 
though she had taken the shortest paths. 

" Winnie is quite well, thank you, Miss Edith," replied 
Aland gravely. " You must please forgive her ; she is vary 
wilful — very demonstrative where she takes a liking. Poor 
girl, she has had no advantages, and is unskilled in the ways 
of the world," 

" Better that she should remain so, Mr. Aland. Let her be 
natural ; don't check her for her demonstrations. There is 
enough that is artificial in this world : people are afraid of 
showing their real feelings. It's not a right state of things, 
depend upon it. I don't like her one bit the less for her bold 
defence of her cousin. She did right, if she considered yoa 
were wrongly accused." 

"I wish you would win her love, Miss Edith," he replied; 
" you could do her so much good." 

" I don't know that : I want guiding myself. Lizzie would 
do her good ; and she likes her better than she does me, that 
is evident. But there is my sister at the door. If you will be 
kind enough to go forward ; I have to take these eggs to the 
dairy." 
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He did as she told him — went forward with his peace- 
offeriDg, and sat a long time in the house after that Mean- 
while she had cunningly entered ^j the back way, and busied 
herself about some needlework till she had the pleasure of 
watching his departure through the little four panes of glass 
window. Not till then did she emerge from her hiding-place, 
with a sigh of relief, exclaiming, " Gone at last ! Why, Liz- 
zie, how did you manage to entertain him so long ? " 



CHAPTER IX. 

MONOTONT AND ITS RESULTS. 

Things went on with much of the usual monotony ; one day's 
work was very much like another's, for country habits and 
country employments are at best monotonous ; a friendly call is 
esteemed as it should be, and affords matter for fresh thought 
and conversation. Spring, with its sweet-scented breezes, 
passed away, to be succeeded by the heat and drought of 
summer, when the grass on every side was parched and dried, 
and vegetation and culture was only to be kept up by the 
most careful and abundant irngation. Fortunately for the 
prosperity of the Wallaces, their creek was among the number 
of their " golden gifts," and still yielded them a plentiful supply 
of water for all purposes. Something of this was due to the 
forethought of Martin, who put all his energies and wisdom to 
bear upon the subject, and was rewarded for both labour of 
hand and brain by seeing his garden still flourish when many 
other spots were bare. Sheltered amongst its rocks and trees, 
the ** Wren's Nest " indeed experienced only half the usual 
heat of the climate, and was still a verdant spot of loveliness. 

William Aland, sometimes with, but oftener without his 
cousin Winnie, often found an errand to bring him into this 
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pleasant neighbourhoocl. Sometimes it would take the form of 
a basket of fruit from their orchard, or a brace of wild ducks, the 
result of some fine day's sport ; or, as before, bronze- winged 
pigeons ; sometimes to ask Martin's advice about a garden he 
contemplated forming, or to give advice respecting future 
wheat crops that Martin thought of adding with an extension 
of land. Ostensibly for one of these objects he and the " Wren's 
Nest " inhabitants became on very familiar terms ; the only 
member of the family who still proved inaccessible was Edith 
Wallace. To him she was a very rose among thorns—* 
thousand little sharp-pricking thorns that bravely defended 
the sweetness. The bribes fell powerless before Edie. No 
bronze- winged pigeon, no kangaroo's tail could win her oat of 
a certain stand-point of reserve she had adopted towards him, 
and no amount of pricking would seem sufficient to warn him 
off from a pursuit which perhaps for its very difficulty had 
become more determined. 

Winnie came, as we have said, sometimes with her cousin 
Willie, but latterly she too had come alone ; now bringing ft 
message from her aunt, now a present, and now an order for 
vegetables. She was beginning to be very much attached to 
Lizzie, whose heart warmed to the motherless girl with almost ft 
motherly love, and that on more accounts than one, and not 
the less so because she saw the deep feelings her heart wftS 
nurturing towards her cousin — feelings that were entirely un- 
reciprocated. It was Lizzie who taught her a pretty and neftt 
way of arranging her bright hair ; it was Lizzie who showed her 
how to cut out and fit her new dresses, for these tasteful arts 
were among that lady's " golden gifts ;" and Winnie proved ft 
far less stupid pupil than her wild bush life would have led 
one to expect. To her it was sufficient praise when her cousin 
remarked day by day the wonderful transformations that were 
taking place, and told her she was making astonishing progress 
towards young ladydom. She did not enlighten him on the 
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ubject, or tell him of her secret lessons, not alone in dress- 
naking and the general art of ornamentation, but in far more 
mportant branches ; for Lizzie Wallace had higher aims in 
^iew when she sought to win the love and regard of Winnifred 
^land. 

For Edith, however, Winnie formed no friendship, and 
received any attention she bestowed with jealous suspicion, a 
little modified to be sure when she discovered that her cousin 
bad no very high niche in the heart of the young ladj ; yet so 
contrary is woman's nature that even this knowledge did not 
gladden her. Not to like Willie, seemed to her almost irre- 
igious. As to Edith she had no such feelings to combat with, 
Bwid yet Winnie's marked distaste for her company naturally 
snongh repelled, and finding her advances treated so coldly, 
they became less frequent than they would have been under 
bappier circumstances. 

Now and then the monotony of life was broken in upon by 
% passing call, or a visit to the Grange, or to some other less 
iistinguished neighbour, for two or three other slight ac- 
!|aaintances had been formed ; and from casual dropping in on 
Sunday, it had at length become a general thing, till the sitting- 
room at the " Wren's Nest " was, Sabbath after Sabbath, filled 
with those who were glad to partake in the services. Amongst 
the others Daniel Aland now and then came. He was two 
or three years older than his brother, and not in the least like 
bim, being both stouter, and coarser in mind and manner. 
William disliked his presence at the " Wren's Nest " exces- 
dvely ; for, in the first place, he took upon himself to ridicule 
ill his sayings and doings, and secondly, to chronicle them ; 
ind when he once got into the vein, he never spared his 
raillery. 

"Easy enough to see the bird in the nest you would woo, 
my boy ! " he exclaimed, in tantalizing tones, one Sunday 
svening, as they sat at tea at the Grange, after having both 
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visited the " Wren's Nest," though thej went and came away 
separately. 

William vouchsafed no repljy and Winnie's face was pitiable 
in its blushing consciousness ; the tears started to her blae 
ejes, though she did her best to keep them down. 

" She's a nice little girl, and a pretty one ; but William, my 
lad, she's not for you ; that's as easy to see," continued the 
tormentor. " What's the use of hanging after a gal that don't 
care a snuflf for you ? " 

" Mind your own business, can't you ? " said William, rising 
from the table with flashing eyes. " When I need your advice 
I'll ask it," he added significantly. 

" Tell you what, Winnie," said Daniel, turning with a laugh 
to her as his brother angrily left the room, ** if I were you I 
wouldn't put up with it. What's the use of your wearing all 
these gimcracks P " he asked, touching a blue neck-ribbon and 
pretty waist-band, collar and cuffs, each in succession, ^* if the 
first pretty girl that comes by makes him give you the ' cut 
direct.' I wouldn't stand it, by Jove, I wouldn't ! " 

She did not stand it, at least not his words ; for throwing 
down her untasted cake, and hurriedly pushing back her seat, 
she ran from the room, to hide her tears in her own little 
bedchamber, and escape from the loud peal of laughter that 
followed her retreat 

"Oh, Dan, Dan, when will you learn to be merciful?'* 
asked his mother reproachfully. 

" Well, mother, who's to help it ? " he replied, still kughing. 
" Did you ever see two such arrant fools ? for it is playing the 
fool, and I call it so. Will must be perfectly blind if he can't 
see that Edith Wallace all but hates him, and he is a big fool 
to follow her up. Would I ? No, indeed ! And then there's 
Winnie. Pity the poor child ain't in the bush again. She'd 
die for Will, and he don't care a pin for her." 
^ "Not care for Winnie I I'm sure he does," replied his 
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mother warmly. '* He does everything for her, and is so 
pleased at her improvement.'' 

'' Yes, yes ; that's well enough. As a cousin he likes her 
well enough ; bat that does not satisfy Winnie, or I mistake," 
he returned, also rising. ** However," he continued, " it's a 
fine mess altogether ; but let each man stir his own porridge, 
say I ; it's nought to me." 

Meanwhile " this sort of life," as Harry denominated it, was 
telling its own tale upon the merry, light-hearted Edith. A 
little of the romance of the thing had worn off; the practical 
would be prominent, and the poetical wad in consequence to 
play a subordinate part ; and some things were so eminently 
prosaic, invest them as you might with the poetry of fancy, 
that her light spirits began to weary — ^weary of the monotony 
— weary for a change. Not that the " Wren's Nest " was less 
lovely ; not a whit ; it was beautiful as ever, with its summer 
tints, and summer garb ; but it was dull and monotonous to 
the last degree ; and Edith — spite of bright, gay spirits — spite 
of her hopeful, trustful nature — drooped, as a flower will 
droop when transplanted into an uncongenial soil, and went 
about her daily tasks with such an air of listless languor, that 
Lizzie became alarmed. 

'^ Dear Edie, I'm sure you are not well," she exclaimed one 
morning, as she came suddenlyupon her sister, who was sitting 
vnth her empty milking-can upon a large stone, looking with 
listless eyes on the distant sea. 

" Quite well, dear Lizzie ; a little tired, that's all, and — 
and a little out of spirits," was the reply, as with an effort 
she arose. 

" Edie, dear Edie," said Lizzie tenderly, withdrawing the 
milking-pail from her ; '' tell me, dear, is there anything the 
matter ? Is it anything to do with William Aland ? You 
do not like him : don't let him persuade you to have him. 
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Something of the old laugh pealed out then. ** Lizzie, 
dear, do man on earth could persuade me to that unless I did 
more than like him ; and as to William Aland, he has not a 
second place in my thoughts — unless, indeed, in connexion 
with his cousin, Winnifred," she replied earnestly. " Well," 
she continued, after a moment, " I believe I am not quite the 
thing ; perhaps the change of climate may have something to 
do with it. Give me the milking-pail. You won't ? Well, 
I shall go and find something to do indoors," and she slowly 
turned away. 

** Go and rest, de*ar Edie," said Lizzie earnestly ; and she 
stood anxiously watching the receding footsteps with sorrow^ 
ful feelingp. 

** This kind of life is all very well for us," she exclaimed 
aloud to herself, " but it's not the thing for Edie." 

" It's just killing her," was the reply of Harry, who came 
up in time to hear the words. " I always knew it would not 
do for her ; but what is to be done ? " 

" I don't know, Harry. Something may turn up," said 
Lizzie half hopefully. 

" Another of your * golden gifts,' eh, Lizzie ? This is slow 
work after all. If I was a little older and a little stronger, I 
know what I would do." 

" What ? " asked Lizzie, smiling. 

"Go in for the nuggets," said Harry warmly. " It makes 
one's mouth water to read of them. If we were only in Vic- 
toria — or if I were only Martin ! Why, Lizzie, it would be 
glorious if we could get a few of those * golden gifts ' into 
our possession.'* 

" They might not prove * golden gifts ' to us, my dear Harry. 
At any rate if they were good for us we should have them. 
Remember it is a Father's hand that bestows as well as denies. 
Let us be satisfied.** 

She was not quite satisfied, however, to see her sister droop 
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day by day ; the rounded cheek losing its pretty form and soft 
colour, and her eyes, usually so bright and flashing with 
merriment, dull and languid. Edith was ill, that was evident. 
One by one she submitted to lay down her usual employments ; 
what she would still insist upon doing was done with such 
evident effort that it was painful to witness. Lack of change, 
the monotony of their life, over-tasking of her strength in 
unwonted employments, and this, under the influence of a new 
climate and a summer's heat, were the causes to which she 
attributed this illness. She felt something of their effects upon 
herself, though by no means in the same degree. One thing 
became certain — a remedy must be found for all this, and the 
first that occurred to her was female help ; a servant they must 
get, even if they did with less comforts themselves. Martin 
fully acquiesced in this arrangement ; and as to the doing with 
less comforts, he declared that should not be ; for that there 
was no occasion. 

" One must look well after one's * golden gifts,' Lizzie," he 
exclaimed funnily : " better to lose a little gold-dust than you 
girls." And with his characteristic energy, his first step to- 
wards the object was immediately taken. A neat partition of 
slabs parted off one corner of the lean-to, and in this he and 
Harry soon contrived a very tolerable bush bedstead of solid 
materials, the legs embedded in the floor. The frame-work 
finished, he next got one or two corn-bags and nailed them from 
side to side. " Better this than slabs," he said ; " softer at any 
rate." And so it was, especially when upon it was laid a good 
bed of oaten chaff, fresh, and sweet, and wholesome. Lizzie 
finished off the apartment, and a neat little room enough it 
proved when finished, comfortable as any maid could desire. 

" I expect it looks as well now as it will ever look," laughed 
Martin, as the finishing touches were given. " According to 
all accounts the ' helps ' of Australia (to use an American term) 
are not noted for the organ of order." 
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'* My dear Martm, I hope you will take care not to engage 
with any one who is deficient in that respect/* said Lizzie, in 
dismay. 

" Depend npon it I shall look out for a regular eleyation of 
that bump, my dear Lizzie ; nothing short of a young mountain 
will satisfy me." 

From that time forth that '' hardest of hard work," as Edith 
called it, the work of the washing-tub, was resigned to abler 
hands — hands that could bear friction without blistering, and 
whose familiarity with soapsuds had rendered them fully ade- 
quate to '^ do up " their small wash in about a quarter the.time 
her young mistresses together had taken, for Martin brought 
back a likely-looking girl from town ; not handsome, certainly, 
but little and natty, and quick in movement With his usual 
fun, after he had introduced her to her mistresses, he very 
nearly overturned their risible faculties by receding a step 
behind the unsuspecting stranger, and significantly drawing 
his finger across his eyebrow. Sure enough Martin's organ of 
order was there, pretty prominently developed, too. The 
truth of that development was yet to be tested. 

Two admirable qualities she possessed at any rate — that of 
swift movements, and neatness of person; and these Liszie 
noted with pleasure. 

** I was so fearful, Martin, that you would bring me home 
some giant of a woman. I really don't think I could endore 
one of those big women round this place ; they are so ofteii 
sluggish in their movements, and slattei*nly in their habits.'' 

*' You had no need to fear that, my dear. I have no passioDy 
I can assure you, for big women ; and as servants, vote theoQ * 
nuisance. I don't know how Mrs. Aland puts up with that 
immense mass of flesh and limb denominated Mary, but for t^J 
part, I could scarcely be civil to her ; the very sight of her, i^ 
long continued, would give me a slow fever." 

" Not a slow one, I fancy ; thei'e would be no passive yield- 
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ing in the case," laughed Lizzie. *^ It is well, however, that 
you have this wholesome horror, and provided accordingly, 
for really we should not have room for such another as the 
Alands' * hig Mary ;' our little * Wren's Nest ' is only fitted to 
contain * wrens ! ' " 

Martha did not belie her character, but was in reality a 
careful girl, soon &lling into neat and homely ways, and both 
glad and willing to learn — which is far from the case with 
most Australian domestics — and work went on well and 
pleasantly again in the *^ Wren's Nest." 

Not that the mere release from work, that had certainly 
been a heavy tax upon spirit and strength, was sufficient to 
restore the bloom to Edith's cheek, or vigour to her frame. 
This was only a portion of the plan Martin had in view for his 
sister's good. His next step was more in his own line, and 
that was to break in one of the horses for a lady, and to pur- 
chase a side-saddle and materials for a habit ; all these to be 
kept a perfect secret till the time came for the revelatiQn. He 
had to apply in the first instance to William Aland for assist- 
ance, as he was little acquainted with the management of 
Wses. It was quite sufficient to ensure William's hearty 
s^nrices to be told that the horse was for Edith's use, and 
iiiost earnest were his entreaties to be permitted to send both 
horse and side-saddle immediately, from his father's stables, 
^hat she might not have to wait for the breakiug-in process ; 
»>ut Martin would not hear of it, simply because he knew that 
Edith would decline the loan, and there was therefore nothing 
^ore to be done than to get her own horse as gentle and docile 
*8 possible. 
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CHAPTER X. 

DUKES AND DUCKS. 

" Flowere, with Datnre's tears bedewed. 
That the pencil of heaven itself had blued. 
Through their covert of green leaves flash, 
Like a tearful eye through its long dark lash." 

" Ltdia ! who is that gentlemanly young man papa is talking 
with about the rose-trees ? Come here ! Now, look straight 
down the walk— can't you see ? Well — who is it ? " 

" La ! Miss ; do you mean the vegetable-man ? " was the 
half-contemptuous reply. 

" The vegetable-man ! Leave the room this instant, Lydia! 
What do you mean by talking of a gentleman in that way ? 
Stay — come back.*' 

" I thought maybe you knew, Miss," said the girl archlyi 
returning, as she knew she should have to do when dismissed. 

** Tell me what you mean, then, by giving that gentleman 
such a term," was the petulant answer, as a shower of dark 
curls were pushed back from a broad, open brow to give the 
rich saucy hazel eyes a better chance of vision. 

** Well, Miss, he is a vegetable-man," said Lydia emphati- 
cally ; " he is ; I sees him every week pass here with a cart 
brimming full of all sorts — trees and all. He has butter and 
egg8 too, for I see Mrs. Humings, at the Vine, buy some." 

" Oh, nonsense, Lydia ; don't tell me ! That face never had 
anything to do with common things, I'm sure. Your vegetable- 
man is something like him — that's it." 

" It's him, Miss Thurza ; it's himself. Why, look here 
just at ween those trees, a wee bit past the gate — there's his 
cart. He lives up somewhere among the Tiers, and comes 
down as regular as clock-work every week," 
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" If that's it, it don't matter what he is, or who ! " replied 
Thurza, resuming her petulant tone, and turning her back on 
her handmaid with such an air of evident dismissal that Ljdia 
immediately withdrew, a curious smile curling the corners of 
her mouth as she did so. 

" A vegetable-man indeed ! " exclaimed Thurza to herself, 
when left alone, still lounging on the cushions of the couch at 
the window, and gathering back the delicate la*ce curtains, that 
the view might be unobstructed. " ^ vegetable-man indeed ! 
— a young count or duke rather, by his bearing. What 
nonsense ! a man with such a carriage as that " 

" A cart, my dear — not a carriage ! " exclaimed a soft voice 
close by her. " And I'm glad too ; we shall have some good 
vegetables to-day. I've just sent Lydia to the gate to fetch 
them." 

Thurza sprang up in desperation. ** My dear, good aunt, 
you and Lydia have conspired together to scatter every morsel 
of my little romance. Here have I been fancying papa con- 
versing with my Lord So-and-so, or His Grace the Duke of 
What-d'ye-call, and you both bring me down with a dash, and 
din into my ears nothing but odious vegetables ! " 

" My dear Thurza, what a mad child you are ! I thought 
you liked vegetables ! " . 

" I like dukes better, aunt ! " 

"Ducks!" returned aunty, who was rather deaf; "why, 
we had ducks only yesterday for dinner, and you would not 
touch a bit." 

"Dukes — dukes, aunt. My dear Mrs. Dunstan, will you 
not comprehend me? bipeds — but of the human species, and 
with a coronet ! But, oh, dear me ! " she continued, in comic 
despair, " I talk about dukes, you answer me with ducks ; I 
speak of carriages, and you of carts ! " 

" My dear Thurza, when will you be sensible ? " 

" Am so now, aunt, at this moment ; never more sensible in 
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my life. Every inch of poetry I possessed vanished with the 
sight of that huge cauliflower. Take it away, Lydia; don't 
want to see it — one sight is enough." 

" My dear Thurza ! how can you be so absurd? Stay here, 
Lydia; briug it to me," continued the lady, with an accession 
of dignity ; for Lydia was triumphant, and would not keep 
back her merriment. 

" He gave it you with his own hands, Lydia," said Thurza, 
in horror. 

*' Yes, miss ; and, what's more, out it from his own garden, 
with his own hands, for I heard him tell master so, and 
before you was up." 

" Before I was up ! What does the impertinent feUow 
mean ? How does he know what time I rise ? " 

" My dear Thurza ! " once more exclaimed auntie ; and 
Lydia retreated laughing from the room. 

" My dear auntie, I do tease you a deal I know, but you see 
it's my nature. I must tease some one, or I should die of life's 
monotony." And she threw her arms round that lady's neck, 
and showered kisses on the pale, thin cheek ; but so very de- 
monstratively that the neat widow's cap that covered the 
silvered hair was sadly pushed on one side, and had to be 
rearranged after the demonstration had ceased 

*^ Ob, auntie, have I tumbled that darling cap? I'm so 
sorry." 

** Never mind, dear," said auntie, quietly arranging the 
muslin strings to her satisfaction at the pier-glass over the 
fire-place. 

" But, now, auntie, do come here ; just look at this vege- 
table-man, as Lydia calls him. I'll never believe he was bom 
to grow and sell vegetables. Just look, auntie. Why, he 
takes leave of papa with the air of a millionaire ; and papa, 
I declare, ti^eats him almost like a friend. Auntie, do you 
see ?- " 
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" Yes, dear — I see." 

'^ And what has papa in his hand ? Oh, flowers — and such 
a magnificent bouqaet, at this season ! " And before her aant 
knew what she was doing, almost before the cart and its 
occupant had driven o^ Tharza Kingslej had sprung from the 
couch, and x&n out into the piazza to meet her papa, with 
outstretched hands and a radiant smile. 

" Hands off — ^hands off, miss. They are not for you ; they 
are for your aunt," exclaimed the old gentleman, holding the 
flowers above ber head and beyond her reach : for she was 
little in stature, and slight almost as a child. She sprang up 
and caught down his arm. 

" Oh, they are lovely ! — they are magnificent ! — they are 
glorious ! From what conservatory have they come, papa ? — 
where did you get them ? " 

**They were presented with the cauliflower, my love — a 
bonus due to my own conversational powers," returned the old 
gentleman drily. 

" By that young man ? Who is he, papa ? He surely is 
something more than a seller of vegetables. Why these 
flowers are rare." 

" Of course they are, Thurza, my love. Don't know his 
name, nor who he is ; only know that he can talk without 
mutilating the Queen's English, and gave me the botanical 
name for every flower — ^all of his own rearing, too.*' 

"A romance after all," murmured Thurza delightedly, 
running in again with the flowers, for they had been yielded 
to ber possession, as she knew they would be ; and, dividing 
them into lovely groups, she placed them in some slender 
crystal vases that stood upon the piano, opening like the calyx 
of a flower to receive them. 

Thurza Kingsley was a spoilt child — spoilt from her very 
infancy — spoilt by her father, her aunt, and her brother — 
spoilt and petted by every servant in the house. Her mother 
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she did not remember, she had died long since ; and her 
mother's sister, who was even then a widow, was of too gentle 
a nature to bind the wayward girl, whom she had brought up 
from babyhood — and so Thurza grew up unrestrained almost 
by anything but her own sweet will. Fortunately for her, 
and for every one else, it manifested itself in very harmless 
tyranny. No great breach of decorum had hitherto occurred, 
and her little petulancies were only laughed at. 

A pleasant home she had, in the neighbourhood of Glen 
Osmond — prettily, even tastefully furnished, and in the midst 
of a large fruit garden. The stable and carriage-bouse stood 
near the gate, and were almost like a lodge in tbeir appearanoa 
Straight from the gate, on either side the path, was a broad 
border for flowers and shrubs ; and this was all that Thniza 
had to feed her passion for horticulture. She fed it to her 
heart's desire ; but after that magnificent bouquet her own 
flowers grew pale in comparison, and were viewed with delight 
no longer. 

Perhaps Thurza's life was monotonous. She said it was, 
and wearied sadly of it, though fortune had been lavish in its 
bestowals upon her. Her father was a thriving Adelaide 
merchant, and his son Godfrey bid fair to follow in his foot- 
steps. Every morning therefore witnessed their departure 
for the metropolis, and for the remainder of the day her world 
was comprised in the beauty of the Glen Osmond neighbour- 
hood, casual visitors, her dear but quiet aunt, Mrs. Dunstan, 
the maids, her birds, and flowers. Music ought certainly not 
to be forgotten, but she often wearied of that ; sbe could not 
play for ever, she said, with no one to listen or appreciate. 
Needlework, plain or fancy, she voted a bore. She tried her 
hand at modelling wax flowers, but her impatient fingers 
cracked the wax, and destroyed the petals as fast as she made 
them. She rode out sometimes with her aunt, but her aunt's 
driving did not suit her mercurial nature ; and on no account 
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on such occasions were the rems entrusted to her hands. 
Whenever she could she visited Adelaide — the sight of the 
shops and vehicles were spirit-stirring at any rate. Sometimes 
she went to some gala doings at a friend's house. Now and 
then she held gala days at her own home, and then, you may 
be sure, the house was fairly turned out of the windows. 
Thurza made the most of her liberty on such occasions, and 
Aunt Duns tan's nerves were in a state of collapse for many 
days after. Yet Thurza still maintained life was a weary, 
monotonous thing. 

Lizzie Wallace could have told her the reason of this — would 
have pointed to the long train of golden gifts " she possessed, 
which were so little regarded or appreciated. Gifts of health 
and wealth, and a bright, lively nature ; of a pleasant home, 
kind and doting friends ; besides powers of mind that were 
suffered sadly to run to .waste for want of exercise. There 
was one ** golden gift," beyond all, that lay completely undis- 
covered, undesired^ and yet which would have taken away 
half of life's monotony. Thurza Kingsley had not a thought 
beyond this present life's enjoyments ; or if indeed the future 
did intrude into her day-dreams — a future beyond the world 
and its babble — it was dismissed as soon as thought of ;. for 
there were no sunbeams gilding that future — no hope beyond 
the darkness and blackness of the grave. 

No wonder our fair Thurza shunned all intercourse with 
herself ; no wonder she flew to any resort that would make 
the currents of life run brightly and swiftly; no wonder that 
even Martin Wallace and his cart of vegetables — such an 
incongruous association as she thought them — proved a pleasant 
and an active spur to curiosity and conjecture. 

And meanwhile Martin Wallace himself was very contentedly 
driving along the Glen Osmond road to supply his usual 
customers^ the Adelaide shopkeepers ; for it was to these his 
weekly store of vegetables and flowers were taken. By favour 
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odIj he dealt with retail casftomera. Chance had introdaced 
him to Mr. KiDgslej, and that morning he had enjoyed a very 
pleasant half-honr's conversation with the old gentleman — 
horticultaral and botanical chieflj to be snre, they being 
favourite and appropriate subjects ; but gradually diverging 
into other topics, till his companion discovered^ to his amaze- 
ment, he knew a thing or two out of the common track of 
general knowledge ; that in fact he was something more than 
a mere vegetable-man, and yet was not ashamed of his occnpa- 
tioD. No, indeed — Martin Wallace was too whole-souled for 
that — too confident in his own powers — too firm in his own 
position. He believed fully with Burns — 



*' A man's a man for a' that," 

be he destitute of gold or not ; he has " golden gifts " of his 
own, that never tarnish. And with such thoughts as these he 
retained bis manly bearing — the noble carriage that had first 
attracted the attention of Thurza Kingsley and set the ball of 
her curiosity rolling. He had just caught sight of her little 
figure as it came out in the piazza with extended hands — jnst 
heard the exclamation of delight at the flowers he had presented; 
and. off started the horse, round went the wheels, leaving him 
with only that one glimpse of a very pretty picture to remember 
for the rest of his way. And Thurza, in her pink morning 
wrapper, daintily girdled at the waist, her dark-flowing curb, 
and animated little face and figure set in a frame-work of green 
passion-flowers, as she was at that identical moment^ was a 
picture too fascinating to be immediately forgotten. 

By the time he reached Adelaide, however, Martin Wallace 
was himself again, ready fully to enter into the business on 
hand with all the usual energy of his nature. His customers 
always welcomed him, partly on account of the fineness and 
fVeshness of the vegetables he brought and the beauty of his 
flowers, partly for the plainness of his dealings and the pleasant 
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freedom of his manners. Thej respected him too, and showed 
that thej did so by the way in which they received him. 

This particular day he had another business on hand that 
pleasantly engrossed him. The horse for Edith's riding had 
been carefully broken in. He was therefore fully prepared 
to take back a new side-saddle and the materials for a habit in 
the empty cart. His secret had been well kept, and little time 
had transpired between the formation of his plan and its com- 
pletion. Edith was still low and weak, though better for the 
new arrangement of matters ; for Lizzy had more time to 
devote to her amusement, and together the two sisters took 
short but pleasant walks either in early morning or in the 
beauty and calmness of the summer evenings. This fresh 
arrangement for health and pleasure Martin believed would be 
still more beneficial ; and, with the new saddle perched securely 
on the top of some boxes of various kinds of store goods 
Lizzie had commissioned him to bring, he once more drove 
through Glen Osmond, and passed the Kingsleys' pretty house 
and garden without even a thought to the morning's conversa- 
tion, his gift of flowers, or the vision in the piazza. He never 
even turned his head that way. 

Curiosity was not so easily appeased ; and in the person of 
Thurza Kingsley it had a very fair representative. She was 
again in the piazza, feeding a white cockatoo, when the rattle 
of the wheels warned her of an approaching vehicle, and birdie 
fell short of the delicate morsel that was preparing for his 
reception, while both hands were put up to push aside the 
dark curls that Would fall over her face when she stooped, so 
thick and abundant were they. " Oh, oh I Lydia's vegetable- 
man again ! And what was iu his cart now ? A side-saddle ! 
— for whom, in the name of wonder ? And where did he 
come from ? and with whom did he live ? Was he married ? 
Not he ! — he had not the appearance of a married man. She 
did not believe he was one." Nevertheless it was her own 



88 GOLDEN GIFTS. 

private determination to find an answer to all these queries; 
and, after all, what will not determination effect? 



CHAPTER XL 

Winnie's flight. 

'< When the world is dark to thee. 
Then take to the light of home." 

'* I WONDER what are my 'golden gifts ' — or if, indeed, I have 
any at all," sadly exclaimed Winnifred Aland to herself one 
lovely evening, as, seated alone at, the window of her little 
chamber that looked over the fruit garden at the back of the 
house and faced the bush, she endeavoured vainly to &x her 
attention on an exercise her cousin William had given her to 
write, and of which scarcely a dozen lines had been written. 
Had she but known it, the quiet of that little room, the window 
peep it revealed, were in themselves " golden gifts," attained but 
by few — and in her case unappreciated, or nearly so. She sat 
now, with arms leaning upon the table before the window, 
looking out, but with thoughts, and eyes too for that matter, 
turning inward — for certainly little of the scene that lay before 
them were they looking on ; and yet that scene was lovely — 
autumn tints were reclining among the trees, and gorgeous 
lines of purple and crimson and orange were intermingled with 
their green ; these, lighted up by the blaze of sunset, were 
beautiful in the extreme. Beyond the garden lay the hills, all 
summer embrowned, yet clothed in many parts with evergreen, 
sad-coloured verdure, stately gums, and fresh-looking cherry- 
trees cowering beneath their shadow as if for protection, like 
infancy and age. Beyond these the sky — the western sky- 
all one grand festive illumination — liquid gold and rose-tinted, 
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flaky clouds, and deep-glowing crimson, like a sea of flame ; 
amidst all these, huge black boulders of cloud, like mountains 
whose tops grow fleecy as they reach the heavens and catch 
the roseate tint ; these again riven asunder by salmon-coloured 
masses, and now and then illumined by a fork of livid light- 
nin'g ; for all this grand and gorgeous assembly of beauty was 
but the presage of heaven's artillery, the harbinger of a storm. 

All the storm that Winnie was conscious of existed in her 
own breast ; there it murmured, low and hoarsely ; heavy 
clouds of discontent, of rebellion — a storm-tempest in the mind 
— bearing promise, however, of ameliorating rain-showers, 
that would calm the gusts of passion, and check the turbulence 
of grief. " Golden gifts," indeed ! What " golden gifts " were 
in her possession? They could do nothing for her if she had 
them. What could Lizzie Wallace know of her ? For it was 
Lizzie Wallace who had been endeavouring to make her under- 
stand that she, even she, had " golden gifts " worth prizing. 
She dashed the thought from her now contemptuously, and 
covered her swimming eyes with her hot hands — shutting out 
all that was lovely from her sight. 

A little thing had raised this storm of passion — a little thing 
in itself; but not to Winnifred Aland. Her cousin William 
had asked the loan of her saddle and riding-skirt, for the use 
of Miss Wallace — and Miss Wallace was her favourite ; but 
she knew that it was for Edith's benefit, and that for that 
reason only he had asked the loan. She knew, moreover, that 
he was to accompany the youug ladies in their ride ; and that 
was the one bitter drop in the cup. A ride to Adelaide, and 
she excluded from the pleasure — excluded as though her pre- 
sence was undesired, unexpected. Poor Winnie ! her whole 
woman's nature writhed within ; dark, revengeful feelings 
chased each other through her bosom, till the tears burst forth 
— a torrent, a passion of tears ; and they were more sorrow- 
ful than revengeful. In the first burst of the storm she had 
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torn the exercise she was writing into atoms, and scattered the 
pieces to the winds, and thrown the book to the other side of 
the room ; but with the tears came other thoughts and dete^ 
minations. Her saddle and bridle should not go to Adelaide; 
she would make use of them herself. Yes, she had determined 
to bid farewell to the Grange. She would go home— home to 
the bush — away from them all ; and as she knew she ddold get 
no one there to consent to such a proceeding, she resolved to 
go by herself, and before any one was stirring at the Grange 
— with the first peep of day. 

Dashing away the tears, she rose from the window, and 
began making rapid preparations for her journey, heeding 
nothing of the low mutter ings of the thunder that were now 
and then making themselves audible, or of the dark masses of 
cloud that were hiding the golden sunlight, and changing its 
liquid beauty into angry lurid red. Poor Winnie ! she had no 
refuge to flee to in her trouble — her first great trouble. She 
knew and understood nothing of His power who can say to | 
the wind, '^ Be still," and compel a calm. She trusted only 
to man ; and finding him a broken reed, all hope in happinecifl 
was gone. 

" Winnie has the headache, ma'am," said " big Mary,** i^ 
reply to a question of her mistress's ; " she's in bed." 

" Poor child ! how subject she is to headaches ! " said her 
aunt sympathetically. " I don't believe she goes out enough; 
I must speak to William about it." 

She did not forget it when her son came home, and they 
stood alone for a few moments before the expiring embers of 
the wood fire, previous to retiring for the night. 

"Winnie is a strange child, mother," said William, with* 
slight colour. " She is more wayward than ever, I sometimes 
thmk, in spite of her improvement in many ways j I don't 
know what to make of her." 

" Are you quite as kind to her as you used to be, Willie, my 
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I?" asked his mother gently. For he washer favourite 

I, and she loved him with all a mother's tenderness, and 

iher sought to excuse his failings than not. 

** I don't know, mother. Winnie is strange : she won't 

vajs let me he as kind as I would." 

" She has a strange dislike to Edith Wallace," said his 

>ther, lookhig up into his face. 

" Why, I don't know. She takes strange dislikes," said 

llliam angrily. 

** Have you ever thought of Winnie more than as a cousin, 

'^illie ? Sometimes your father and I have hoped you have," 

s mother gently insinuated. 

" Mother ! you have ? — you and father ? No, never for a 
oment. What could make you think so ? " 

" We hoped so, my son ; that is all. Perhaps we thought 
our kindness to her was something more than the kindness 
Pa cousin." 

" Never, mother, never ! This kindness you speak of was 
othing. It grew more of pity than love. Surely Winnie 
0^ not think this ? " 

" Poor child, I hope not, Willie ; but I fear — I fear, my son, 
he is like your mother, and loves you too well." 

He silently folded his mother to his breast, and then as 
uietly kissing her, passed out of the house and moodily paced 
ip and down in the moonlight. 

It was not all information ; it was only a confirmation of 
^hat he had believed. Yes ; Winnie loved him he knew — he 
new it, and as certainly knew that he had no heart to give 
er, poor trusting child 1 Had Edith Wallace never crossed 
is path all might have been right — ^all according to his 
other's hopes ; but that was impossible now. What was to 
) done ? 

Winnie answered that question herself. With the first rosy 
ush of day, she had crossed the threshold of the Grange ready 
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equipped for a joamey. Her saddle and bridle on her arm, 
she quietly, noiselessly passed out to the stables. They were 
at a distance from the house, and quite out of sight and 
hearing, and she soon singled out her favourite riding horse, 
the very one that had been brought in for the trip to Adelaide. 
With a kind of fierce, and yet sad pleasure, she saddled her 
horse and led it forth through the slip-panel and out on the 
highway ; then springing to her seat, she turned and gave one 
look towards the Grange, still sleeping in peaceful ignorance, 
another in the direction of the " Wren's Nest," and pressing 
back the tears that burst forth in spite of her firmness, she 
spurred on her mare to its utmost speed, and was miles from 
her uncle's house when the bell rang for breakfast. 

The storm had raged fiercely the night before ; peal after 
peal of thunder had rent the air; lurid fiashes of lightning had 
again and again lighted up her little room. She never heeded 
them, her own thoughts were too wild and tumultuous ; and 
at last she had fallen asleep, to dream of everything she 
valued most as rudely wrested from her grasp. The morning 
had brought with it a calm to nature — not much of a calm to 
her. She was glad perhaps of the soft beauty of the morning 
— the sweet, fragrant freshness of the air that saluted her 
heated brow ; but her resolves were unshaken. Home — ^home 
was her watchword, as if home and peace were synonymous 
terms. Poor, motherless Winnie ! 

For many miles she passed onward, scarcely drawing bridle. 
The road was familiar — at least she perfectly recollected it; for 
locality was one of Winnie's prominent organs, developed to 
perfection during her early days in the bush, and of great 
value now. She had not traversed that road for two years 
when she passed along it with her cousin to the Grange. 
Then and now I She scarcely could endure to think of the 
difference — it made her urge on her good little horse to still 
faster speed; and her breath came quickly and sharply, and 
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almost painfully, as object after object, that had then been 
pointed out to her as worthy of admiration, passed before her 
well-remembering gaze. 

The sun rose higher in the heavens, but its heat was tem- 
pered with the breeze ; besides, it was an autumnal sun, and 
less fervid in its beams than it had been. The rain of the 
previous night had cooled the air, and the lightning had left 
it clear and pleasant. But for the need of her horse, Winnie 
would not have slackened her speed, or thought of stopping — 
her own need was small — ^the fever within burned too brightly 
for that. But its wants, poor creature, were paramount ; and 
at length Winnie drew up at a small roadside inn, committed 
the favourite to the care of an ostler, and herself walked to 
the little parlour, into which she was immediately shown. 
She desired them to bring her breakfast — a breakfast she had 
no heart to eat when it came ; for though she eagerly drank 
the coffee they brought her, she touched nothing else ; she 
was too anxious to be off again. Very well she knew that as 
soon as her absence was discovered at the Grange, they would 
be off on her track — and that she did not wish. 

She sat impatiently drinking her coffee, and watching from 
the window the slow progress " Arab " seemed to be making 
in his repast, and perfectly unconscious of the covert glances 
that from time to time were cast upon her by the landlady and 
her niece. 

** Have you ever seen 'her before, do ye think ? " said the 
former, in a whisper. 

" Yes, aunt ; I think so — two years or more ago ; though 
my! she's altered pretty much since then. She came here with 
a fine young man. Ah ! I know with whom — young Aland ; 
him as is son to Farmer Aland, on the Mount Barker road 
somewhere. I think she's his cousin — that's what he called her." 

** I wonder what she's here alone for; something's the matter, 
I suppose she's going home." 
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" Shouldn't wonder. Shall I ask her ? Why, if she's come 
from there, she has ridden miles this morning." 

*' No, leave her alone, poor thing ; she looks very sad, to my 
thinking." 

And so, contenting themselves with their covert looks, thej 
once more saw Winnie remount her horse and proceed on her 
way — a weary way, and lonely, and long, and one not to be 
accomplished in one day's journey. She had to provide yet for 
the night. 

Leaving Winnie to pursue her journey alone, we mnsl return 
to the Grange, which, with her, we left wrapped in peacefiil 
slumber at early dawn : not to remain so. Farm-house work 
requires early rising ; and farm-house sights and sounds are 
early in action. The magpies were warbling when Winnie 
rose, softly and sweetly, and then in full chorus ; and then 
came the cawing of crows loud and strong, soon followed bj 
more domestic sounds, the crowing of barn-door fowls descend- 
ing from their roosts among the trees, the busy cackling of 
hens, the quacking of ducks waddling away to the creek, the 
loud querulous voices of geese, the lowing of cows quite ready 
for milking ; all of these successive sounds were at length fol- 
lowed or mingled by human voices, the cracking of whips, the 
cattle call, the whistle, and halloo, and laugh ; then came the 
roll of wheels, the drawing of water from the well, the neighing 
of hungry horses ; and up from the chimneys of the Grange at 
length rose thin columns of blue smoke, telling of preparations 
for breakfast within. Windows were opened, blinds were drawn 
aside ; in went the full pails of milk to the dairy, off went the 
cows to their pasture, and then at length pealed forth the hnge 
bullock bell, that served as a call at meal-times for all concerned. 

"Where's Winnie?" asked her uncle, as they were all seated 
at table and she had not made her appearance. 

" Poor child ! she was not well last night," said her aunt 
apologetically. " Go, Mary, and see if she is better." 
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And Marj went, but presently returned with the intelligence 
lat she was both up and out. 

*' She will come presently. See, Mary, if you can find 
3r," said Mrs. Aland calmly. And quietly they pursued 
leir breakfast and their break&st talk, with no suspicion of 
le surprise that awaited them. 

Not even when Mary returned without having been able to 
iscover the truant were Mrs. Aland's suspicions at all aroused, 
ot entirely so with her son William. He changed colour 
ice or twice and grew restless, and at last, just as breakfast 
as over, he hastily rose, and, saying he would look for Win- 
ie himself, left the room. 

" Have you no idea where Winnie has gone ? " he asked 
[ary, whom he met near his cousin's room. 

" Sure no, sir — it's meself don't know; but sure and she's 
kken the saddle and bridle with her, and her riding-skirt 
>o." 

" She has I I thought as much," said William angrily. " The 
orse, too, I be bound. But where can she have gone ? " 
jid he hurried off to the stables, there to find his fears con- 
rmed — the horse he had himself caught and brought for 
izzie Wallace was not visible. He saddled and mounted 
lother. 

" Mother ! " he exclaimed, " Winnie's gone off somewhere 
a * Arab.' It may be only a freak, but I'm off after her, at 
ay rate. We had a few words last night about the horse and 
iddle. I'll ride off to the * Wren's Nest ; ' she may be there. 
f not, it strikes me she's made tracks for home ; I'll soon fol- 
iw her if she has," and he dashed off, leaving his mother the 
icture of distress and fear. 

The curling smoke from the * Wren's Nest ' chimney be- 
ckoned they had long been up. Martin was the first that 
.land encountered. 

" Is Winnie here ? " he exclaimed. 
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" Your cousin ? No; nor has been," was the surprised re- 
joinder. 

" She's gone — saddle, bridle, and all, then," replied William 
excitedly. 

" Gone ! Can I be of any use ? " asked Martin hurriedly. 

*^ Thank you, no ; the folks at home will search all round. 
But I know she's often threatened to go back to the bosh, 
and that's just what she's done. Foolish girl! she's mad, Fm 
thinking I Make my apology to Miss Wallace — ^I'm sorry IVe 
no horse or saddle now to offer," and waving an adieu, he rode 
rapidly off. 

'^ And so it's come to that at last ! " said Martin, as he 
hastily walked to the house to tell his sisters the news of 
Winnie's flight. 



CHAPTER XIL 

Winnie's welcome. 



*' Some humble heart is sore and sick with grief. 
And straight thou comest with thy gentle song 
To wile the sufferer from his hate or wrong, 
By bringing nature's love to his relief." 

There were two ingredients in Winnifred Aland's character 
that stood her excellently well in her lonely journey of many 
miles — strength of purpose and resolute will ; added to this, 
from her earliest years she had been an admirable horse- 
woman, so well able to yield herself to all the movements of 
the animal she rode, that, as our readers will remember, she 
could perfectly maintain her balance standing on its back, 
while her Pegasus winged its way over the ground. Winnie 
in truth would have made her fortune in the circus ; but the 
arena of her exhibitions had been of a more extensive bQundarj, 
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1 with a more limited number of spectators. At the present 
le all the benefit accruing from her love of equestrian exer- 
e was to render her long jonmej perfectly easy to accomplish, 
le mere bodily exercise would have appeared nothing to her, 
d her mind been perfectly at ease. As it was, it was at fever 
at She was flying away from her trouble, but it clung 
laciously to her, and would not be left behind. Gainful 
jects and scenes were gpne, but their shadows were still 
endant upon her footsteps. She saw them on her pillow as 
3 rested her weary, aching head in the roadside inn half-way 

her homeward journey, and that pillow wIels deluged with 
Bsionate tears. 

Whatever she had thought before, she wias now bitterly con- 
ious of one thing, that she loved her cousin Willie, and 
it to see him choose another was like death to her ; that 

had no love beyond the simple Platonic affection their 
asinship demanded. She felt her unworthiness, her defl- 
mcies, to their fullest extent, perhaps even beyond what 
By really were. Compared with Edith Wallace, she knew 
ill she must sink in the shade. But was Edith Wallace a 
ittch for her cousin ? Had he a right to look for accomplish- 
Bnts in a wife ? She felt he had not ; that she herself, young 

she was, would make a better wife for him. More than once 

she rode along the thought that he might change — that, 
irhaps, when he found how hopeless his love for Edith was 
) might love her once more — ^half induced her to turn her 
•rse's head back to the Grange ^ but pride of nature prevailed, 
en above the power of a fresh first love, and ended in her 
jing on still faster her weary steed. " If he loves he can seek 
I," she said, with a haughty toss of the head that transformed 
• wonderfully, and added tenfold to the character of the coun- 
ance, which was in reality fast developing, as William Aland 
I anticipated, into very fair womanhood indeed. Pity for 

that her mind was not in better training — ^that the wild 
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impatience of early years was not more completely curbed— 
that life itself had not for her a better object. 

Tired with her journey, wearied out with the swift, painfol 
current of thoughts that shot through and through her brain 
during her lonely way, little heeding the beauty of scenery— 
the fairness of flowers, the wild rush of torrents, or even the 
drenching shower — all of which she encountered in her home- 
ward way — Winnie at length reached the precincts of home 
without let or hindrance, and towards sundown of the third 
day came in sight of the well-known stone house, with its motley 
surroundings, its sheep-pens, and cattle-yards, and noble gums. 
She was not without a welcome. It came first from the open 
mouth and springing feet of a large kangaroo dog that with a 
beautiful instinct came bounding towards her, wheeling round 
her horse with anxiety to caress her ; one or two of her father's 
men, the shepherds, just bringing the sheep to fold, next recog- 
nized and accorded her a glad exclamation of surprise. The 
news spread, and presently there was a hue-and-cry, and two or 
three overgrown boys came rushing pell-mell to the spot where 
she had dismounted. 

** Why, Winnie ! is it really you ? Well, that is jolly ! 
We want stirring up ! " 

Stirring up ! Poor Winnie, she wanted soothing and comfort 
herself ! How heavy-hearted and sad she felt, notwithstanding 
she could but be pleased to see them all again. 

"Where's father, Allen ? " she quietly asked, as she yielded 
up her horse. " I'm tired, very tired." 

" There he is ; don't you see him coming down the hill? 
My ! won't he be glad to see you, Winnie ? he will so I " said 
the boy, and springing forward, he shouted out — "Father, 
here's Winnie — Winnie come home ! " 

And Winnie was right. She was certainly well beloved 
here — well beloved, and rejoicingly welcomed by her father. 
How fast he came down the hill with that cry in his ear— 
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mie's home ! " and how Winnie, gathering up her habit 

) fatigue, aud weariness, and grief, and everything, as she 

y forward to meet him. 

rinnie, my blossom ! " was the old man's cry, as he threw 

Tns around her. And " Father, dear father ! " was all 

ie could say, for the tears burst forth then in one impetuous 

it 

glad to see me, my girl ? " said the old man, striving 
to keep his own tears back ; " so glad to see me ? not 
than I am, I be bound." 

he's tired, father, " said young Allen ; " and so is the 

Winnie has not forgotten to ride." 
l11 alone ? Surely they did not let you come all alone, 
—did they ? " asked her father hastily. 
To, father ; I came of my own accord. I wanted to come, 
didn't know." 

'hat's a good 'un ! " shouted Allen boisterously. " Well, 
t ain't rich ! Gave them the slip, eh, Winnie ? " 
t Winnie did not answer ; and, still hand-in-hand with 
kther, followed him to the house. 

lere, Mrs Blake, " he shouted, "we're home to supper, and 

for it ; and if we're not, here's a child that is," and he 

Winnie into the range of his housekeeper's vision — who, 

1 easy to see, experienced rather an unpleasant surprise at 
ight ; for Winnie had grown to woman's stature during 
bsence, and Mrs. Blake dreaded a rival in the house she 
long regulated with iron rule — a formidable rival, in the 
a of the master's own daughter. She dreaded not without 
1, for well she knew she had never given cause for any 
iment between them ; and Winnie had now been long 
tomed to civilized ways and manners, and would scarcely 
atented with the dirty, untidy, and slovenly proceedings 
lad so many years been the established system at Aland 
: — for so the place was denominated. Whatever she 

H 2 
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thought, however, she found it the best policy to put a 
pleasant face on the matter, and hold out the hand of wel' 
come. 

" My ! Winnie ; why, where are you sprung from ? — for it 
is you, I suppose, though growed up to be a young ladj. 
Who'd a thought of seeing you ? Come home on a visit, I 
suppose ? If you'd only sent word, we'd have had all put ship- 
shape for you," and she laughed coarsely. " You've not been 
much used to * bush ' it lately, I guiess." 

"I've come home to stay, Mrs. Blake," said Winnie, in a 
voice very little like the Winnie's of old. " I am very tired, and 
want some tea, and then my own little room — that's all." 

" Yes ; I suppose, of course, you can have it. I did fill it 
with 'taters and onions, but they must clear out." 

'* Winnie's room ! — in the name of thunder, what for ? " 
shouted her father, in a voice resembling a small peal itself. 

** Oh, there now, Mr. Aland, don't you go for to make a row. 
The room's easy cleared ; only I suppose I might have been let 
know afore;" and the woman busied herself hastily and ill- 
temperedly about setting on the long deal table a motley arraj 
of cups and saucers, and tin pannikins of all shapes and sizes, 
a huge pot of sugar, and finally, an enormous teapot, the original 
metal of which it was made being rendered invisible by reason 
of the coating of black that covered it even to the spout. 

And this was home ! — home she had desired as a resting-place 
— her home, with its dirty uncovered floor ; its rough, un- 
plastered, smoky walls ; its dingy, uncleaned windows ; its 
unswept, disorderly hearth. This was home I with its tea- 
table laden with meat and cheese and bread — in profusion to be 
sure, but lacking order and neatness and cleanliness ; a table 
clothless, and long guiltless of acquaintance with soapsuds, 
covered with many a motley greasy stain, and so closely coated 
that the nature of the wood of which it was formed was a 
matter for marvel. This was home ! with that coarse, untidy, 
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domineering woman as the presiding genius. She looked 
fondlj into her father's face — fondlj and sadlj. If she shrank 
at the home that awaited her, what a wretched home it must he 
for him ! Winnie's next thought was the offspring of the 
discipline that she had undergone-^as she sat quietly eating the 
hot scones that were served up for her hehest — the hope, the 
desire, the resolve to make that home a better home for him, 
was uppermost 

Winnie was right after all in her decision. She had come to 
the best place to draw her out of herself and her sorrows. The 
warm welcome of her three brothers — their hearty, rollicking 
reception — was salutary to her ; refreshing and invigoitttiDg. 
She had been thinking lowly and meanly of her own acquire- 
ments. Surely she was still of some consequence in the world 
— ^the world of her home at least. Her father's fond, proud 
look from time to time at her, was refreshing to her seared 
spirit. She was grateful, too, that he did not press for her 
reason for returning so unexpectedly, and alone ; grateful that 
he checked her brothers in their multitude of questions, with a 
"Well, well, boys, Winnie's tired; don't tease your sister. 
We're glad to have her home, at all events. Aland Creek will 
be all the brighter. I can hardly fancy, though, it's my wild 
little Winnie I've got You're tall and fair, my child, and 
bonnie — tall, and fair, and bonnie ! Well, well, two or three 
years makes a wide difference ; and I'm glad you've come back 
to your father, Winnie ! " 

Winnie slept in her own little long-forsaken room that night ; 
a room very near her father's. Hough it was, though built of 
substantial stone, and fragrant with the lingering perfume of 
the onions that had been hastily carried off. A very uncouth 
attempt at sweeping had followed, witnessed by the two or 
three dry onion-skins that were left behind. The window was 
cnrtainless ; Winnie was fain to hang her riding habit before 
it ; and the poor little truckle bed looked miserably poor — 
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though, when she tried it, she found that the mattress and 
pillows were of feathers, soft and yielding, and the hlankets and 
coverlet new from her father's stores. So much was due to bifl 
thought and care ; Mrs. Blake would not have given herself the 
trouble. Very different that little, half-remembered room 
looked, in contrast to that she had left behind her at the Grange, 
where homely comfort and extreme cleanliness abounded; 
where the sheets and pillow-slips were duly installed in lavender, 
and came forth from the old-fashioned chests smelling sweetly 
and fragrantly ; and where fresh air daily purified the atmo- 
sphere, passing through perfectly bright windows, and revealing 
spotless floors beneath them. 

Well, those were things of the past. They were not for her. 
She had willingly and of her own accord given all up ; wilfully 
— yes, for it was so — relinquished the love that was hers, because 
of the love she could not have. Winnie said truly she was a 
child no longer. Her old childish ways had passed, and older 
cares, and older thoughts, and older griefs succeeded. She sat 
some time at the foot of her bed, looking straight forward at the 
rough-hewn stone wall, and the large uncovered box upon 
which her candle rested— a box that bore evidence of a long 
voyage in huge white characters upon its dark green surfacei 
and told the name of the ship in which long ago her father and 
mother left the shores of England. It was not of that she was 
thinking ; it was another thought that was growing up in her 
heart — a questioning thought as to whether the God whom Lizzie 
Wallace loved might not be her God too ? — ^as to whether He 
would hear a prayer of hers and give her a heart willing to 
submit to the trials that bowed her down ? The question waB 
unanswered when she got into bed, but new thoughts were 
awakened, new interests aroused, and when Winnie at last fell 
asleep it was far less unhappily than she had supposed it possible 
in so short a time after her return home. 

She slept soundly all night. Tired out with her journey and 
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exhausting feelings and passions, the snn was yeryhigh in the 
heavens when she awoke to consciousness and to the discovery 
of her whereabouts. It was puzzling at first, for her habit 
hung across the window, scarcely permitting a peep of daylight to 
pass ; one single ray of sunshine fell like molten gold across her 
bed, and made the darkness visible. It was morning then, and 
a glorious morning too. There was beauty enough without, 
however unsightly and disreputable within. Winnie's sorrows 
were not gone, but new sympathies were awakened, new resolves 
formed, new intentions developed. Her home should yet 
deserve the name. She had something to live for after all. 
. After all ; and work is many times a blessed boon to the 
sorrow-stricken, raising them up from their gloom and selfish- 
ness, and engrossing hands and eyes and feelings that else 
would have sadly drooped. It is one of nature's remedies for 
evil, one that'takes frequently the sting from grief and robs it 
of half its bitterness. Work to Winnie seemed now a necessity 
— it was the Lethe in which her griefs were to be buried. She 
sprang from her bed, quickly dressed in the one printed cotton 
she had brought with her, neatly arranged her hair at the 
broken glass that also stood upon the large green box, and 
issued forth looking — by the contrast she presented to her 
father, who was in the long room waiting for her — very 
much like a fair flower on a rubbish heap ; for so the room and 
all its contents appeared to him in her presence. At Aland 
Creek Winnie seemed refinement itself — however little she had 
won that title at the Grange. It was something new to see 
anything pretty, or clean, or well arranged; and Mr. Aland said 
80, as he warmly kissed his daughter and told her it brought 
back old times to his memory ; that she was growing just like 
her mother — just as she had looked when he won her for his 
bride — just as fair and pretty and sweet. 

With his own hands he brought the tea to her, and cut her 
slices of ham, and handed her fresh eggs and bread ; for Mrs. 
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Blake had carried herself off in a dudgeon, and was nowhere to 
be seen. She was not missed — certainly not by Winnie. It 
was a relief to get rid of that unsightly and untidy object The 
breakfast-table Winnie and her father had all to themselyes; 
and to the old man it seemed very much like old times indeed. 



CHAPTER Xin, 
th;b tonic of ocean breezes. 

*' As I stood on its margin, or roamed on its strand, 
I felt new ideas within me expand, 
Of glory and grandeur unknown till that hour — 
And my spirit was mute in the presence of power.*' 

Bebkabd Babtok. 

Leaving Winnie to accustom herself to her old home, with all 
her newly-formed plans aod hopes and desires yet in their 
embryo state, with old thoughts and old feeliugs to seek what 
oblivion they could amidst the old familial* haunts of height 
and vale, perchance to channel themselves afresh and luxuriate 
in happier soil — we will return to our old starting-point, the 
** Wren's Nest," and once more peep in at our golden-gifted 
family the Wallaces. 

Without beiug so seriously ill as to be confined to bed, Edith 
Wallace was yet on the invalid list, losing, as Harry sorrow- 
fully noted, her pretty colour as well as her beauty, and caring 
for as little mental or bodily exertion as she could possibly 
take. The horse exercise on which Martin had so confidently 
depended was found not to possess all its supposed power in 
charming away sickness. Edie could only take short rides, 
and these but slow ones, and from these when she returned 
she frequently brought with her colourless cheeks. Something 
was wrong, decidedly wrong — must be, Martin said to Lizzie. 
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They must not tamper with it, but seek a remedj. And so 
one fine autumnal day, when the tints of crimson and gold again 
shot athwart the leaves, and the sun looked less fervidly from 
his throne, and the breeze was balmy and refreshing, the cart 
— the same vegetable cart so oflten driven into town, now newly 
and trimly painted for the occasion by Martin's skilful fingers, 
and cushioned by Lizzie's careful ones — was brought round as 
closely to the door as circumstances would allow, to receive the 
travellers ; and carefully wrapped in shawls, with a pillow 
for her back, Edith was tenderly lifted in, her brother and 
sister accompanying her. They were carrying out their own 
resolutions, much against hers, and were taking her to Adelaide 
for advice, and thence to the sea-beach if agreeable to that 
advice. 

" Will it not trench too largely on our means ? " Lizzie had 
sadly suggested. 

"It must be done, dear Lizzie, whether or not," replied 
Martin gravely ; " and do not let your head be troubled about 
the means. I have a plan in my head that I think will carry 
US through." 

** I think you always have plans in your head for everything 
and everybody," said Lizzie affectionately. 

** Always have the promised help in the time of need — that's 
what it amounts to, sister mine. It is good to trust — to lean 
upon the promises ; well for us that sometimes we have nothing 
else to lean upon ; well even sometimes to be brought to feel 
how weak we are, and to find what almighty strength we have 
to lay hold of ;" and Martin looked as though indeed he ex- 
perienced what he ^aid. 

For the first time in her life Edith Wallace was discovering 
how weak she was — a painful discovery at any time, particu- 
larly so to a bright, ardent spirit ; little wonder if into her 
heart something of despondency stole in — something of rebellion. 
Was she indeed going to leave them all ; this beautiful world. 
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SO bright and fair ; her early youth, with all its promise nipped 
like the flower by untimely frost ? Poor Edith ! she found it 
hard to say " Thy will be done I " though with many tears 
she sought to say it. Perhaps it was a salutary lesson she 
was leaiiiing. Idols were winning much of her love and 
admiration — her Saviour less. She had not previously known 
how closely akin she was to earth, how prone to set her affec- 
tions on things below. And then the far distant bliss of heaven 
seemed indeed far distant, because o'ershadowed by the present. 
It was a salutaiy lesson — ^a lesson we all need learn — a 
lesson that the Christian often has to leaiii. It is a Father's 
hand that bestows it, a Father's love that makes it a 
blessing. 

Edith had passively yielded at last to the entreaties of her 
brothers and sister, and allowed herself to be placed among 
the cushions in the cart that had been so nicely arranged for 
her — not without some of her old humour, however, in spite 
of weakness and depression ; and even that was something 
gained, so Martin thought, as they drove off. The fresh 
breeze and pleasant sunshine had health in them that morning; 
and the peeps of country, of deep, dark ravines, and sunny 
hill-sides, and heights crowned with verdure, and distant sea 
glimpses, were cheering and reviving. Edith looked better 
after the first half-hour's drive than she had done for daya 

" Where do you take that plant you have wrapped up so 
carefully, Martin ? " asked Lizzie, as they drew near Glen 
Osmond. " Somewhere here, do you not ? " 

" Yes ; to Mr. Kingsley. He was anxious to get this par- 
ticular rose fur his daughter," said Martin. " She is passion- 
ately fond of flowers." 

'^ I am glad of that," said Edith, with something of her old 
smile. "I so wanted a glimpse of your old gentleman, 
Martin." 

'' Then I fear, my dear Edie, you will not be gratified. 
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Mj old gentleman, as jou call him, is generally in Adelaide 
about this time. As likely as not we shall see no one but the 
servant — at most, Miss Kingslej.'* 

** At most ! Oh, Martin, what an ungallant speech ! " said 
Edith. " I thought she was pretty." 

" Did I say so ? *' replied her brother, laughing. " Perhaps 
I did. Well, I suppose she is pretty ; and as saucy, too, I 
imagine, as a certain sister of mine can be when she is in 
health — as J hope to have her soon again ; " and stopping his cart 
before the gate, for they reached it as he spoke, he sprang to 
the ground. 

Not more quickly than the gate opened, Thurza Kingsley 
herself, in pretty morning costume, with garden gloves hiding 
her pretty hands, and a small hoe and rake in their clasp, came 
lightly forward, exclaiming — 

** Oh, Mr. Wallace " (she had discovered ^his name at any 
rate), " have you brought my rose ? " But she drew back a 
little when she saw the ladies by whom he was accompanied, 
and waited his reply. 

** This time I have. Miss Kingsley," returned Martin, smiling. 
" The rose is here. I would not bring it to you till I was 
quite certain of its standing the removal." 

" Oh, thank you, thank you. It is lovely ; I shall glory in 
it ! You need not be afraid of my not attending to it ; it is 
too beautiful to neglect" 

*' There is such a thing as killing with over-much kindness, 
Miss Kingsley ! " returned Martin with slight, perhaps scarcely 
intentional emphasis on the words. 

** What does he mean ? " thought Thurza, lifting her eyes 
suddenly and flashingly to his face. There was nothing legible 
there but a smile. Was he laughing at her or not? She could 
not teU, so she simply answered, *^ I don't mean to do that" 

'*It would be unwise," returned Martin, quietly going on 
with his work — that is, in unpacking the flower fi*om its volu- 
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minouB wrappings, which certainly spake of a good deal of 
tending it had experienced already. 

" Is one of those ladies ill ? " said Thurza presently, turning 
from an inspection she had heen giving the occupants of the cart 
once more, to her florist, who was still unwrapping the flower. 

" Not ill exactly," he returned gravely ; " but weak and 
low — requiring a change." 

^' Is she related to you, Mr. Wallace ? Pardon me, but the 
likeness." 

'* Only my sister. Miss Kingsley." And he rose to an . up- 
right position and placed the released flower-pot in her hands. 
" Now I think it is in proper condition," he continued. ' " I 
hope it will continue to flourish, and reward your care." And 
slightly raising his hat, he returned to the cart, sprang to his 
seat, and drove rapidly away. 

** Now, what have I done ? " said Thurza to herself, standing 
her ground outside the gate, with the expression of a child 
who has oflended. '* Have I been rude, or inquisitive, that he 
turns off* so ? I expect auntie would say yes. Well, I can't 
help it. What a pretty girl that pale sister is, with her brown 
curls ! I like the face of the other, too. I wonder whether 
they are as clever and as proud as their brother ? Oh ! if I 
only had a sister ! " And clasping her flower-pot aflectionately 
to her, once more feasting her eyes upon the exquisite leaves 
and bursting buds just revealing a gleam of crimson through 
their verdant folds, she slowly returned to the house. 

Adelaide physicians gave but one advice on the subject of 
Edith's illness — a change, and sea-air. 

" She shall have them," said Martin ; and with as much 
confidence as though his pockets were overflowing with gold. 
The confidence in his manner was pleasant ; without it, Edie 
would never have consented to this expense on her account ; 
as it was, it seemed like a return to the abundance of old times, 
and she felt rested by it. 



THE TONIC OF OCEA^ BREEZES. 109 

" Yea are snre, dear Lizzie^ that the expense can be borne ? " 
she once said eagerly. 

" Martin sajs so, dear ; that is enough," replied Lizzie. 
Her own fears on the subject were unspoken, but a rather more 
intimate acquaintance with the " ways and means " made her 
less confident. She did not doubt her brother's power or 
willingness, but she did doubt the expediency of his further 
taxing his strength. She wondered, too, in what way his 
fertile imagination would turn thoughts into " golden gifts." 
That he kept at present to himself. 

He had made some arrangements beforehand already, un- 
known to them, and as they drove once more towards the Port, 
he mad9 them known. Further on the Peninsula, but still not 
so very far distant from their old nurse's house, her sister — a 
widow, with one son and daughter — made a comfortable living 
by letting two of her rooms. As chance would have it, Martin 
discovered that these rooms were to let, and at a reasonable 
rate ; and, anticipating the medical advice, he had taken them 
for his sisters ; atid here they were surprised by a warm and 
pleasant welcome on their arrival. The two front rooms of 
this neat little house were simply but nicely and cosily arranged 
for their reception — nothing fine, that would not admit of 
comfortably using. The rocking-chair, with its clean patch- 
work cushions, looked all the more inviting to the invalid for 
that The strong hempen carpet would bear treading on, even 
with sandy shoes. Everything was sweet and clean around, and 
that was half their beauty. The decorations of the room were 
the " spoils of the conquered ocean " — strings of sea-shells, 
starfish, and beautiful seaweed of every variety of form and 
colour. The very air and aspect of the place was bracing. 
So was the view without, for it was yet light enough to dis- 
tinguish that. The house stood apparently on a sand-bank, 
though after all it had a good foundation, and the sand that 
surrounded it was only drifted thither by the wind, that covered 
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up every attempt at vegetation. Beyond that, some distaoce 
off, was the sea, heaving and foaming and crest-ridden, for the 
tide was rapidly coming in, and a few clouds came with it, also 
a low moaning wind, half prognosticating a storm. It was 
quite pleasant to come out of the little bedroom, after changing 
their dresses, to the cheerful parlour, where a bright fire was 
sending up its scintillations, and causing their shadows to dance 
upon the ceiling. Mrs. Grey had been looking for them for 
some hours, for business had detained Martin in Adelaide; and 
they were fully ready to discuss the snug little tea she had 
prepared for them. Even Edith could not resist the deliciously- 
fried fish that was served up so hot and crisp with the white 
bread and biftter — the butter the production of their own dairy 
— with which, and cream, they were amply provided. 

** Take plenty of the sea-air, Edie," was Martin's parting 
injunction that evening ; for he had to return to town oU 
business, and had promised to be home early the next morning* 
'* Take plenty to eat, also," he laughingly added; " and theU^ 
with God's blessing, we will soon have you well again ! " an^ 
with a perfect consciousness of the real extent of his ways an^^ 
means — with a perfect knowledge of the depth of his pocket;^ 
— he took his way back to Adelaide in pursuance of the ver;^ 
" plans '* that were to accomplish so much, and that so con*. ^ 
pletely mystified his sister Lizzie. 

" Can't I help in these ' plans ' of yours ? " she had whispere 
at parting ; " I shall be idle enough here." 

" Help ? " he laughed, chucking her playfully under th^^ 
chin ; " of course you can. Get Edie well as fast as you cac^ 
— that will be first-rate helping. I'm heartily glad you've go^ 
a chance of a rest yourself. I'm sure you need it, and deserve? 
it." 

And so Lizzie and Edith Wallace were left in the quiet of 
the little seaside cottage, to gather all the good they could of 
the sea-breezes. Lying together beneath the canopy of blue 
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striped dimity that curtained their bed, they heard all night 
between the intervals of sleep the hoarse dash of the waves as 
they beat and lashed the beach, and the roar of the wind over 
the wide expanse of waters. 

" * A shelter from the storm, a covert from the tempest,* " 
said Edith once, creeping closely to her sister as she listened 
to the hoarse murmars of the waters as they reached her ears. 
" Does it not make you think of that, dear Lizzie ? " 

** Yes, dearest ; and of the everlasting arms that are ever 
ready to hold up, and sustain, and support. These waves of 
ocean cannot reach or harm us, safely, snugly sheltered as we 
lire ; and what can the waves of time, or of trouble, or of 
fiorrow be to those who have such a sure Refuge as we have ? 
Ihej may alarm, perhaps ; they cannot upset us — they can- 
not destroy us. Dear Edie, it is happiness to feel this ! " 

And thus was spent the first night in the seaside cottage. 
The morning brought with it plenty of spoils from the ocean 
— splendid specimens of seaweed and rare shells, washed up 
from the ocean's depths by the violent tossing of wind and 
^^v^Q, Wildly still the ocean foamed, though the tide had far 
deeded, leaving heaps of newly-twined seaweed in its place, 
all over the beach. But the breeze was invigorating — and, 
*®*iiing on her sister's arm, Edith drank in new life and 
strength as she slowly walked up and down; and Lizzie 
Rejoiced that whatever the " plans " were to be, the result of 
"^em was likely to prove very happy. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

MORE GOLDEN GIFTS FUBBISHED UP. 

" We heed not earthly powers, 

We heed not wind or weather ; 
For, come what will, this joy is sure — 
We share it all together."— Gbaham. 

" Very pleasant this contrivance of yours, Martin, for the girU. 
I'm glad enough for poor Edie's sake that it can be done ; but 
won't it be rather an expensive job? " 

It was Harry Wallace who thus suddenly exclaimed, the 
night of his brother's return, as they sat together rather 
moodily at tea. Martin was tired, and though the table was 
prepared much the same as usual, and the bright firelight 
dancing and glowing over everything was pleasant, he certainly 
missed the society of his sisters very much — quite as much 
as his younger brother. Harry was fast growing out of the 
stripling into the form and figure of manhood, and with his 
growth was relinquishing boyish airs and manners. This was 
easily accounted for — the constant society of those older than 
himself, and the freedom with which he was allowed to express 
his opinions, undeterred by the dread of ridicule, gave him 
strength and power, and urged him onwards. Martin was by 
no means surprised at the question he now directed to hinii 
but pushing aside his empty cup, and turning his back to the 
toa-tablo, prepared for a reply. 

** It is rather an expensive afiair, Harry, and we are not 
very well able to stand it. There's a good deal of our ready 
i^ftsh, as you know, must go in the culture of the land this 
»i^ou. Ploughing is not done for nothing, and seed wheat 
douH oomo for asking. We must have some help, too — we are 
two n^w hands at the plough-handle as yet You are right— 
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I seaside trip was necessary, imperatiye for Edie ; bat the 

ins must yet be found to pay for it." 

• What do you think of doing, then ? " asked Harry, in 

m^. " You will not run into debt, will you? " 

' Not if I know it, Harry ! Run into debt for luxuries ! 

» indeed ; the girls would not wish that. Fortunately, I 

'6 other plans. What do you think of me as a lecturer. 
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*A lecturer ! " returned Harry, with animation ; "why, 
t you would make a first-rate one. Why ? WTiat made you 
ak of it, Martin? and where could you lecture ? " 
^It came into my head the other night, Harry, before I 
k the girls to town. It's an old thought and intention of 
le revived, that's all. Always had a fancy that way — always 
'. a taste for public speaking. Practised it at Dr. Hargrave's, 
know. We boys had a regular lecture hall, and essays 
e furnished as easily and plentifully as members. I've done 
tie since then at political meetings, and in the Sunday 
ool at home — never out here." 

Oh yes I I remember; I used to be glad when you 
*essed the Sunday School How the boys used to listen — 
I my little class ! " 

And you see," said Martin musingly, " I don't know 
what I may as well furbish up these * golden gifts ' — as 
ie would call them, I suppose — instead of allowing them 
ist and to mildew ; especially as they may do some good 
ur community, and will also bring a little grist to the 
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It's first-rate ! " said Harry enthusiastically. " I'm glad 
ve thought of it." 

I've gone beyond thought, Harry ; I've done the thing — 
ast it's all in progress. Not the lecture — that's to prepare 
-but the when, and the how, and the where to deliver it 
s all settled." 
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" And the subject, too ? " laughed Harry. " I'll be bound 
you have settled that, too." 

" Very nearly. Something to do with the culture and 
structure of flowers. The title I have yet to give. It must 
be something imposing, of course ; for though I believe a rose 
by any other name would smell as sweet, I still think there is 
a great deal in a name to render it attractive. People now-ar 
days must be pleased as well as edified." 

" You'll manage it — no fear about that," replied Harry, in 
confident, triumphant tones, ^'and you'll turn it to good ac- 
count, too. I only wish," he sorrowfully added, " that there 
was something I could do to help. The long winter evenings 
are coming on, and it would be pleasant to turn them to some 
account." 

"Are you sure you would like it, Harry? " asked his bro- 
ther, quietly turning and looking at him. "You did not find 
the evenings too long last winter. Do you think you conld 
really do with a little less reading and pleasant writing in 
order to add to our income? " 

" Yes — certainly I can, for a time. I should not like it 
always ; but for a time I am as willing and anxious as possible 
to do something." 

" "Well," replied Martin slowly, " I have foreseen your 
wish, and provided for it, Harry; of course, it is quite optional 
whether you accept or refuse it. You are fond of engrossing 
— you have practised it. I have noticed your doing so; and as 
a specimen happened to fall into my hands, rescued from an 
ignoble position in the dust-heap, I took it to town with me 
and carried it to our lawyers there; and the result is, you can 
have as much work as you like, and as soon. Now what do 
you say to that plan ? Who knows ? — it may lead to something 
else, Harry : and I believe you are cut out for something be- 
sides agricultural pursuits. " 

It was worth something to see the boy's face — the glad flash 
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that almost brought tears to his eyes, and the crimson that rose 
to his brow. For a moment he was silent, but then he exclaimed, 
in low tones of feeling — "Martin, I believe you are just the 
best brother there ever was. I cannot thank you, for I don't 
know how." 

** Then you like the prospect that is opening up before 
yon? " asked Martin, with a covert smile, looking hard into the 
fire. 

** Like it I — oh, Martin, it is the very thing — the thing of 
all things that I have so much desired. But I should never 
have thought of doing anything without you ; and I had no 
idea that you knew anything of my practising engrossing. I 
learnt it before we left England, and I have practised ever 
since. I don't think you can have taken the best specimen." 

" Very likely not. At any rate I thought it good, and it 
"Was quite satisfactory to Mr. Hanshaw — depend upon that, or 
you would not have had the promise of work. Well, this," he 
added, rising, and stretching his arms sleepily — " this matter 
is settled. You will gain in two points — assist in money mat- 
ters, and be enabled to prepare for the study of the law ; for 
that is what I prognosticate is your future, with God's bless- 
bg. That we must not forget to seek, Harry ; for after all, 
*Man proposes many things, but God alone disposes.' " 

Sleep was very coy in visiting Harry Wallace's eyelids that 
night. Some of his day-dreams were being realized at last, and 
certainly when he least expected it. " This sort of life," as 
he termed it, did not agree with him any better than with 
Edith ; and though the out-of-door exercise had braced his 
irame, and kept sickness on one side, yet his mind had been 
for some time past in an unsettled state. He was not content 
to have things go on as they had been ; he began to realize 
that horticulture and the soil culture were not his proper bent, 
nuch as Martin might delight in them ; he seemed to crave 
Tor something more, and, strangely enough, with all his 

I 2 
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poetical tendencies, be loDged after the dry study of the law. 
Poetry and the law ! — the very antipodes of each other ; and 
yet we have heard of lawyers who hid beneath their Blackstone 
folio a volume of poetry with which to refresh the love of the 
beautiful that existed in their hearts, in spite of the law and 
all its harsh technicalities ; just as we, gentle reader, with a 
glass of flowers before us — into whose fairy blossoms we oo- 
casionally glance — would seek to obliterate from memory the 
hard school-desk upon which we pen down our thoughts. 

'* Music, and books, and good furniture, and carpeted roomsi 
with time for study," these items that Harry had classed some 
time since among the requisites for happiness, had then seemed 
far beyond his reach. He had thought of his words and of 
Kdith*8 many times since, pondering over the " ways and 
moans " of enlarging his sphere of action, and ultimately 
aiTiving at the goal of his desires. The diggings presented 
themselves enticingly to his imagination; and to a poetical 
imagination «* gold digging " was easy work, if he could only 
Imvo induiH>d his brother and his sisters to think so too, and 
oon80ut to his trying it. Of the thousand discomforts, and 
fHllui\>!S and dangers, and deprivations incident to the diggings 
ho know nothing. How should he ? it was to him a simple 
way of aoqiiiring wealth. This " picking up gold and silver" 
>v»w* to him something like the old game of " Tom Tiddler's 
givuud " — a pleasant game, and by no means a losing one. It 
had Ihvu hi* dream by day and night, but now Martin bad 
bivugUi r^Niliiy to bear upon it. and the dream faded away ; 
wot iude^sl tliat ho thought it fooUsh, but because the new sug- 
«<vitUM\ wa* wt>an-r af^er all to his incUnation. There was no 
«MK«^^x« in the ca$o — exivp^ mavbe, pen-digging, and that 
^il^*^*^'^^''^'' *''''*^' '"" ^^* ^^^^ Ov« and over again that 
fcwJLr '"^ ^^'^^'^'^^^ted himself npon having such a 

Aim! MaitU^ ^^aj^ ^^ himself at the wsj aocompliahment 
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of his own desires, and the pleasure he had hestowed — for he 
knew it was a real pleasure — went quietly to sleep ; not even 
a thought of his lecture troubled the calmness of his dreams. 
He had resolved — his plans were laid ; even the time he had 
left for the fulfilment was limited, and yet he was untroubled 
— unperplexed ; for he knew his power, and knew, moreover, 
where to seek all the wisdom he needed. 

And meanwhile Lizzie and Edith were enjoying the bracing 
sea-breezes, and taking pleasant strolls along the wave- lashed 
beach. Edith's colour was fast returning, and, with that, 
strength^ and appetite. The little house, amidst its drifted 
sand-heaps, was a pleasant one ; the whole air and aspect seemed 
thoroughly impregnated with marine influence — within and 
without all betrayed the approximation to the sea. The very 
decorations, as we have said before, were even from the ocean; 
shells and seaweed in endless variety of shape and form and 
colour. It was strange to look out of the little side bedroom 
window in the morning and see the sun shining and glittering 
over the wide expanse of heaving, tossing waters — ever rest- 
less, never stilL The girls never wearied of their early morn- 
ing walk ; never wearied in watching the receding of those 
tiny waves, ripple and foam, ripple and foam ; never wearied 
of treading in their footsteps as farther and farther they rolled 
from the beach, leaving wreaths of seaweed, and curious shells, 
and weird-looking fish behind them. After their invigorating 
morning bath in the briny waves, they were fully prepared to 
enjoy the carefully-arranged breakfast that awaited their 
return. Sea-breezes and seaside diet were doing much for 
both, and Lizzie fully determined that it should be tested to 
the full. They visited the beach at all hours — in the early 
morning, the glow of noonday, at sunset, and often in the 
moonlight, when its tender beams were silvering the crest of 
the rapidly flowing-in tide. Edith loved that time best — loved 
to watch the waves as they rolled, one after another, nearer 
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and nearer, till they burst with a wild roar at her very feet, 
isplashing her from bead to foot with their light spray. 

" LizEie," she exclaimed, in a low voice, one evening, w 
they stood together arm-in-arm welcoming the waves, as one 
after another they broke at their feet, '' it seems to me that our 
bills and vales, clothed as they are with beauty and foliage and 
flowers*, speak of tbe mercy, the love of God ; but the sea, with 
its Avild waves, its tumultuous heavings, its fierce, ungovernable 
fury, its limitless bounds, tells only of His glory— of Hifl 
majesty ! " 

'* Yes,*' said Lizzie, ** it may be so ; though there is often 

beauty visible in the tiny foam-crested waves and the rosy snn- 

light tint— a tender glow, that speaks to me of mercy blended 

with majesty — 

' This God is tbe Qod we adore — 

Our faithful, unchaogeable friend, 
^Vhose love is as great as His power. 
And neither knows measure or end.' 

It tells mo something else, toa I never stand here and wateh 
the tide coming in, especially when it is rather wild and rough, 
without ix'membering those words — ' Thus far thoushaltgo, 
and no farther.' If we could always recollect them in timeeot 
trouble, Edie, and feel that, like these ocean waves, our 
8orrv^ws are limited in their bounds, that they cannot overatep 
the boundary, it would be happier for us.'* 

** 1 wonder how AVinnie Aland is getting on? " said Edith 
pivseutly, after a short silence. 

" So do 1,*' said Lizzie, with a sigh. " Poor child ! therein 
something 1 like in Winnie. She only needs a little proper 
ti'ainiMg, 1 intend to write to her ; I haven't given her up. I 
only bojH> she will write in return. By all accounts, the woman 
^ivho keeps her father's house is by no means a proper associate 
<or her. It would indeed be a pity if she lost the Uttle good 
»lio has gained;' 
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* Edie ! " exclaimed Lizzie, suddenly coming in with letters 
m the post, ahovtt a week after their arrival, " here's news — 
lave a letter from Martin, and find that he is aboat giving a 
tare in Adelaide next week. We shall hear more soon about 
> subject, the place, and the time — he will be hera So this 
lis plan. Well, I'm glad — glad of its character. I was 
>rful he was going to tax his bodily strength more heavily, 
lon't think it will hurt him to exercise his mental powers — 
t a pity they should lie dormant." 

^ A pity ! a thousand pities ! Why, Lizzie, I*m. as glad as 
1 be; and if my illness had anything to do with calling out 
586 powers, why, I'm thankful for it — that's all. That's the 
8t piece of news we've had yet." 

" Here's some more, too, then, about equal," laughed Lizzie 
aefully ; ** more calling forth of * golden gifts.' What do you 
ink of Harry obtaining regular employment at engrossing 
rhis winter evening recreation?" 

Edie sprang up and clapped her hands — ^* Oh, Lizzie, you 
a't mean so ? Just what ho wanted, poor boy ! Why, I 
Blare I'm well; I don't want any more of the sea-breeze; I 
:8t go home and congratulate." 

But in proof that she was not quite well, the colour that had 
ung to her cheek, and the light to her eye, at the momen- 
Y excitement, faded away so suddenly that Lizzie made her 
down while she got a glass of water. As she sipped it she 
id not help feebly saying, ** I think our brothers are * golden 
;s,' Lizzie : don't you?" 
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wnnns's prospects. I^* 



•« It u Bot meet that to the fngmit hloBSom 
The rugged hrUr should change ; the hitter fir 
Distil Anbian mjirh." — Bbyajst. 

« AjfDyou will not go back with me ? you have made up your 
mind to cot us at the Grange, Winnie ? " So said WiUiani 
Aland, as he sat at the door of his uncle's house smoking » 
pipe, and endeavouring to recover from the fatigue consequent 
on a hurried and bootless journey ; for such he found his to be 
— Winnie was not to be moved from her purpose. 

" No," said Winnie firmly ; " I am wanted here ; and 1 1*^ 
to stay where I am wanted, I can be of use to father." 

" I think you are very silly, Winnie," returned her couBin ; 
"you are shutting yourself up here ; burying yourself among 
trees, and hills, and sheep, till you will become as wild as 
ever again." 

"I don't think so," said Winnie ; " I don't think so ; I shall 
never be what I was." 

"I don't think you will," said William slowly, taking out 
his pipe, and looking at her j " I don't think you will. Yon 
have changed in many things ; changed in old likings, changed 
in toto. In fact, you are a child no longer ; the more reason, 
though, why you should not put yourself beyond the power of 
rofinoment." 

A child no longer ! No ; she knew that. He need not tell 
her that. Refinement ! what cared she for that now ? It did 
^^ Kjvo her one more attractive grace in his estimation. Yet 
Wmuio had plans of her own, which she had no intention to 
ooutido to him. Ho should not always look down upon her. 
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Those were the thoughts that flushed her cheek, and gave that 
contemptuous curl to her lips that so puzzled her cousin. 

** Winnifred Aland, you are changed I " he at length ex- 
claimed, springing up, and pacing to and fro. ''I thought at 
least you loved your aunt ; your leaving her grieved her 
cruelly." 

** I do love my aunt ; she has been very kind to me. Give 
lay love to her, and say so, William. I shall never forget what 
she has taught me ; perhaps I shall remember it better for being 
away" — her voice slightly faltered : she recovered it with an 
effort. " I can be "a comfort to my father now; he needs me,'* 
she added also, rising to go. 

"You will not come back, then ? Why, Winnie, you are 
^ore self-willed than ever. What can you do out alone here, 
^th only Mrs. Blake's admirable company ? " and William 
Aland stood before her, and laid hold of her hands. 

She pulled them from his clasp. "I am not afraid," she 
*Ji8wered, with a proud smile. ** You will be gone before I 
*^ up to-morrow — good-bye," she added. 

** Good-bye ? Is that how we are to part, Winnie, after all 
our companionship ? Is that kind and cousinly ? " and William 
stood full in her way, and held out his hand. 

She put her hand in his and turned away, for the tears — 

•Jmost indignant tears they were — threatened to burst the 

Control in which they wore held, and betray her feelings. He 

Saw she was feeling, and drawing her to him for a moment* 

gave her his usual cousinly kiss, and let her go. She sprang 

past him, and closed her door. Poor Winnie, it was a bitter 

trial this parting, and yet she was glad it was over — glad she 

should see him no more. Amidst her tears she was beginning 

to realize that it was best as it was ; best in every sense of the 

word. Feeling as she had done, she could never have gone 

on day after day with him in constant companionship. It 

would not do ; and now it was over. She had done with the 
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Grange, with her cousin, with the society of Lizzie Wallace, 
whose loving kindness she now remembered as a sweet dream. 
She laid her head on a restless pillow, and hour after hour stole 
bj, which she counted with feverish eagerness, for she kne^ 
her cousin would leave them on his return home very early 
in the morning. The first peep of dawn, however, brought 
with it the desired slumber, and as the first sunbeam looked 
askance into her room, Winnie Aland slept soundly and sweetly. 

" No sign of Wmnie ! " thought William Aland to himself, as 
he slowly rode away from the house just after sunrise, looking 
hesitatingly at the little window, over which a temporary blind 
had been closely drawn. Not a fold moved ; there could be 
no mistake in that ; she had no curiosity to see him off, then ! 
And strange enough, with the perversity of human nature, ho 
felt aggrieved and annoyed that it should be so. He had, in 
fact, been hitherto so all in all in the estimation of his cousin 
that he was irritated with the thought that he might yet become 
nothing — that this fresh young love of hers would soon wear 
out, soon dissipate itself ; that very possibly there was a good 
deal of truth in the adage, " Out of sight, out of mind." After 
all, the Grange would seem lonely without her. He hadbecome 
so accustomed to her society, what should he do without her ? 
And thus he went on his way, while Winnie continued in sweet 
and happy slumber. 

Two hours after, the sunbeams fell upon her pillow and 
roused her from sleep. She sprang up hurriedly, and as she 
did so the clock struck seven sonorous strokes. She started, 
and turned pale and shivered, and then buried her face in her 
hands. He was gone then, long ago. She had her will, hev 
way, now. Was she glad or sorry ? Oh ! it was better- 
better far ! and, dashing away two or three involuntary tears 
she nerved herself to her task. She rose and dressed. A ne\ 
plan of life lay before her; new intentions to be fulfilled 
Ought she not to ask aid and guidance from her heavenl; 
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Father ? She knew she ought, but poor Winnie was untaught 
in the paths of prayer. She knew not how to pray ; she 
needed to be taught — to be instructed even in this ; and yet 
how she wanted help, how much she needed to be guided aright 
—how earnestly her grieved depressed spirit needed the gentle 
whisper of a Saviour's love and care. Gliding to her knees, 
with her burning face buried in her pillow, she strove to utter 
Words of prayer — all that would come came from a heart really 
wnsible of need, " Lord, help me — teach me — pardon me, for 
Christ's sake.'' And this was many times repeated. Oh, 
^i^ppj, happy is it that not for this much asking alone is the 
petition granted. Winnie had no need to rise from her knees 
covered in confusion. She had prayed, and the Saviour listens 
to such prayers. 

"You've not learnt early hours, Winnie," said Mrs. Blake 

'^dely, as she entered, to find the dirty table covered with 

^Washed dishes and cups, and a very rough attempt at wash- 

^ going forward. Nothing looked cheerful in that miserable 

^oom but the fire, and as the morning was cool and chilly, that 

gleamed and sparkled at Winnie like a friend. She drew near 

tte unswept hearth and warmed her hands at the welcome 

tlaze, vouchsafing no reply to the rude remark addressed to her. 

" Where is my father ? " she presently asked. " I do not 

Suppose he has had breakfast." 

"No, indeed,'* said the woman, tossing her head ; "things 
have come to a fine pass now-a-days. We want a parlour, we 
do, at Aland Creek. The master's getting proud all along of 
his daughter." 

" What do you mean by speaking of my father in that way ? " 
isked Winnie passionately. " My father is not proud ; if he 
¥a8, he would not so long have put up with this miserable state 



»f dirt and discomfort. 



H'b aUU UiBUUUllUi'L." 
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Hoity-toity ! you've not lost your spirit then ? I thought 
^ou had, down there at the Grange. I tell you what, Winni- 
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fred Aland, jou and I won't do in the same house long, I 
can tell you. You with your new-fangled ways and ideas 
indeed ! You must turn to and work for yourself — work/' she 
hissed from between her closed teeth, " and see how you like 
it." And throwing down the coarse towel with which she 
was pretending to dry the scarcely-washed things, she flang 
out of the room. 

Winnie walked to the table, carried out the scarcely- warn 
and very dirty water, and threw it away, pouring a fresh sup- 
ply from the huge fountain that was merrily boiling on oyer 
the fire. With some difficulty ferreting out a clean towel, she 
deftly set to work to wash up the things, taking pleasure in 
plunging them in and out of the clear, bright hot water till 
they were pure and wholesome, and shining as only cleanly- 
washed earthenware can shine. Dishes and spoons all followed 
suit, and then for the table. She lacked the scrubbing-brush, 
but all that hot water could do in its absence was done. I^ 
looked purer than it had done for many a long day. Then for the 
broom — the hearth first, perfectly, every cinder and piece of 
wood in its right place ; after that each corner, every nook of the 
large room, just as her aunt had shown and directed, was carefully 
swept till it certainly bore a more pleasant aspect than before. 
She was ready then to think about breakfast. This she carefully 
arranged at the end of the long table for herself and her father, 
a stray cup or two as well, in case her brothers came in to share 
it with them. There was no bread she cared to eat ; Mrs. 
Blake's hands were untempting ; so she took flour from the 
bag and hunted out the baking-powder ; and when her father 
at last came in there were delicate brown scones awaiting him, 
ham and eggs fried to a turn, and nicely-made tea ; the whole 
set in such order that he knew only one pair of hands had done 
the work. One of her brothers, young Allen, had entered a 
the same time, and his face lighted up all over. 

*' Well, this is jolly I " he exclaimed, seating himself at the 
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ad neatly-arranged table ; " this is jolly. Why, Winnie, 

b old Mother Blake up to nothing. This is none of her 

[ know." 

w do you know ? " smiled Winnie. 

ink she'd clean up, and sweep up, and tidy up like this ? 

B. Why, the cups are not the same thing — a long sight 

: ; everything looks better ; and I say, Winnie, you're 

Btty." 

oie laughed heartily as she poured out the steaming tea, 

sugar and cream. 

T \ and cream too. Oh, Winnie, you'll catch it, though ; 

lake never gives us cream." 

lall not ask her, Allen," said Winnie. " Father likes it, 

all have it. Why, with all our cows we must have 

ver have, Winnie — never have ; that's always the cry," 
r father, fondly laying his hands on her shoulders, and 
her. ** Plenty of milk, but the cream has its own way 
spearing." 

1 1 would not stand it, father ; I would not. Now I 
ae, do send Mrs. Blake away. She says she won't stay 
louse with me, and I'm sure I could not with her." 
\ pretty clear, then, which will have to turn out," said 
and significantly, placing himself comfortably at the 
,nd beginning an inroad on Winnie's hot scones. " I 
lean to have * her for your companion, Winnie ; I have 
boughts and other plans, that maybe I shall tell you 
ay soon. Only, my child, just put up for a little while 
T8. Blake's queer ways, for my sake." 
for her father's sake she did put up with a great deal, 
g with the work ; indeed taking all dish- washing and 
ying, and the neatly arranging the room on herself. It 
afety- valve for her feelings. She would not allow her- 
ch time for thought ; only sometimes in the evening. 
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after all bad gone to bed, sbe would remain up hj tbe fire, 
watcbing tbe dying embers, and tbinking over tbe past, ac- 
cusing or else excusing berself for mucb tbat tbat past revealed; 
and glancing fearfully into tbe future. Her fatber bad said 
notbing more to ber since tbat morning, tbougb bis manner 
implied tbere was more to say ; sometbing tbat be found it 
ratber difficult to bring about in words ; sometbing that he 
balf dreaded to tell ber. His manner made ber almost as 
fearful to bear. 

Sbe was seated one evening in tbe fitful ligbt of the fire, 
ber bands lying idly in ber lap, and ber eyes watching the 
dancing jets of flame tbat sprang from all parts of the huge 
logs, when ber fatber came in, and drew a cbair up to her side. 

" All alone, Winnie, and watching tbe fire ? It's dull for 
you here, my girl I " be exclaimed. 

" No, fatber, not very. I like to sit so." 

" It's not good for you, pet — it's not good for you ; and it 
must be altered. I don't mean you to be alone." 

Sbe turned a ratber startled look at bim. 

"Winnie," be presently began, in a gentle tone, "you do 
not remember your mother, do you ? " 

** Very little, fatber ; scarcely at all." 

'* Poor child ! and you have never known a mother's loTe 
and care. It is what you need, Winnie — now perbaps more 
than ever." 

" My aunt was kind, very," sigbed Winnie. " I loved 
her ; but I cannot go back to ber, fatber ; I would ratber stay 
hero." 

" And I want you, Winnie ; I could not spare you from me 
again. But would you not like some one here wbo would be 
kind and loving, and could teacb and care for you ? " 

" Instead of Mrs. Blake ? " asked Winnie curiously. 

^* Mrs. Blake goes of course, Winnie ; and you are young to 
have the buixlen of tbe management^" said her father, with 
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lingular trepidation. "I have thought it all over, "Winnie. 
Plasterers and builders are on their way : we shall have Aland 
Greek in beautiful order soon. It will be pleasure to keep it 
80— to help to keep it so." 

** But who ia coming ? "Who would come up here ? No 
ladj, father, surely ; and jou said some one who could teach 
me." 

^' It is a lady, Winnie ; a kind and gentle lady ; one whom 
I am sure you will learn to love. She has winning manners, 
& sweet smile ; and as she has a little girl of her own, she 
^ love you all the better, Winnie." 

Winnie sat silent, She was beginning to guess her father's 
leaning ; her heart beat anxiously, and the colour came and 
^ent in her face. He was going to get married again in his 
old age ; going to give her a stepmother. Should she like it ? 
Would there really be kindness shown to her ? After all, 
"^onld it not be better than the present miserable state of 
things ? How could she wonder that her father had desired 
^d devised a change ? She did not wonder ; she could not 
blame him ; and she was but young and inexperienced to be 
placed at the head of a station. 

" You are silent, Winnie, my girl ; tell me what you think ? " 
he presently rather anxiously asked. 

" Is the lady you speak of young, father ? " Winnie 
Altered out. 

" Past forty, my child ; a thorough-hearted woman, and a 
nother. She has known much sorrow, Winnie. She has been 
k widow eight years, and little Ada is nine years old. She 
vill be a pet for you, Winnie ; you never have had a sister." 
le raked the fire together with his foot till the brands sent up a 
heerful blaze ; then fumbling in his pocket, he took out a 
mall portrait and handed it to his daughter. ''Like her still, 
Vinnie," he said, " though she is rather older-looking now ; 
ut just the same loving, gentle look in the face." 
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Winnie gazed silently at the face, and felt she could trust it 
The eyes were loving and gentle ; the mouth was very sweet; 
and in its expression she felt the whole face augured well for 
future happiness. '' I like it^ father," she quietly said, giviog 
it hack into his hands. 

" I am sure you will like her, Winnia I am sure she will 
make me a good wife, and he a kind mother to you, dear/' 
And the old man gently drew his child into his arms, and fondly 
kissed her. 

" How soon is it to be, father ? " 

** As soon as the workmen and you, my darling, have made 
all straight It is no new thought ; Mrs. Wearing promised 
to be my wife when I was last in Adelaide ; and if you had 
not come home, I should have sent for you, Winnia I wanted 
you. Winnie, we shall have a happy home yet." 

" I hope so, father." And Winnie rose and took her candle. 
** I hope it will make you very happy ; it does not signify about 
me. Good night, father." And she went to her own room. 
Her first action when there was to throw herself on the bed 
in a passion of tears. So, after all, even in her own home, she 
would only be second — and not first in her father's love ; but 
the next moment she dashed her tears angrily away. Foolish 
tears she declared them; foolish tears, for surely any one 
must be better than that miserably-dirty, domineering woman, 
Mrs. Blake ; and if her father had chosen her, as he might 
have done, — as many men would have done in his situation,— 
how dreadful it would have been. How could she have borne 
it ? and as there is a sunny side to every cloud, Winnie tried 
that night to look at it in its brightness, and learn to prize it 
from its very reverse. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
mabtin's legtube. 

" If man would but his finer nature learn. 
And not in life fantastic lose the sense 
Of simple things." — B. H. Dana. 

"Still with your flowers, little one," said Mr. Kingsley, 
coming in to break&st one morning, and finding his daughter 
^ranging and re-arranging her favourites in the pretty basket- 
stand at the window, tenderly divesting them oP faded leaves, 
propping up drooping stems, and admiring freshly-opening 
^nds, and singing all the time with a bird-like clearness, as 
only Thurza Kingsley could sing. 

" Yes, papa. - They're lovely now, are they not ? Do look 
&t these fuschias, and the lovely rose geranium. This room is 
quite a hot-house for them ; they bloom exquisitely.'* 

" More so than my little girl," returned her father comically ; 
" don't think the hot-house plan agrees with her. Come, what 
say you to a ride with me and auntie to Adelaide — a day's 
shopping, and a lecture at the end by way of finale ? " 

" Capital, capital ; just what I want, papa," said Thurza, 
springing from the stand against which she was kneeling. ^' I 
want rousing ; a good day's shopping for winter goods will do 
that ; and aunt wants to go, I know. £ut the lecture ? is 
that to come off at night from my good papa in case we 
exceed ? " And Thurza clasped her arm in his, and looked 
winningly up in his face. 

** Ha I ha ! ha ! Ought to ! but it is not that kind of lecture, 
either. More to do with you and your flowers : the lecture 
has all to do with flowers, Thurzy." 

** Has it ? Just the thing ; I like to know everything 
about them, the darlings. And who is the lecturer ? " 

"Can't say; that we shall find out when we see.. It's to 
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come off to-night, and I thought you'd like to go. So now 
let's have hreakfast, and then prepare yourselves ; I must go 
off early, this morning." 

Like to go ? Of course she would. Anything fresh, any- 
thing novel and strange, was pleasant to Thurza Kingsley. 
She liked dress ; liked pretty things ; liked to see laces and 
rihhons heaped up and gathered round, awaiting only her 
selection. She knew that her papa's purse-strings were never 
so tightly drawn that she could not find her way, with insi- 
nuating fingers, within ; and there was pleasure in hiiying, and 
in the feeling that she had no particular reason to stint V 
she was a little inclined to he extravagant, her aunt would 
simply say : " Are you sure you want that, Thurza ? " or, 
" Don't you think less will do ? " or, " Is not that a trifle too 
dear ? " and as to papa, all the lecture on the subject that he 
would give her would be contained in the sentence — " I say, 
puss, you've dived pretty deeply into my purse to-day; go on 
so, and I shall soon be bankrupt ;" at which often-repeated 
warning Thurza would only reply with a laugh and a Ides. 
So there was nothing very terrible in it after all. 

Thurza and her aunt had shopping enough to keep them 
busy all day, and when they repaired to the friend's house 
where they were to join Mr. Kingsley at a six o'clock dinner, 
they were thoroughly tired of the business, and little disposed 
for the pleasure of the evening ; but refreshed and resusci- 
tated after dinner, Thurza was fully ready and anxious to ac- 
company her papa to hear all she could about flowers, thongh 
her aunti^.preferred remaining in quiet at home. 

** See;^ said Thurza, busily engaged in knotting a bine 
ribbon round a bunch of blue and white autumnal violets ; 
" if the lecturer is very clever, auntie, and amuses me, I shall 
give him these." 

" My dear Thurza ! you must not. Your papa will never 
allow you to do sa" 



mabtin's lecture. 131 

^'Shan't ask him; ma^t reward those that deserve it; and 
f he don't, I'll bring the Yiolets back, that's all." 

" Why, Thurza, you don't mean it ; you surely will not 
brow them on to the platform ? " exclaimed Ellen Blanfield, 
he eldest daughter of the lady at whose house they were 
itaying, 

"No saying what I shall do, Ellen, when I once take it 
Qto my head." And the dark curls were shaken saucily away 
rom the brow, revealing very laughing eyes — eyes, withal, 
hat said they dared to do anything. 

Adelaide was not famed in those days for handsome lecture- 
ooms. The scene of Martin Wallace's first appearance was 
I schoolroom, lent for the purpose. Desks had been removed, 
^nd forms neatly arranged ; a respectable-looking platform 
^ erected at one end, upon which stood a table crowned 
vith a magnificent bouquet of flowers, brought down from the 
ulls, retaining all their first freshness and glowing beauty, 
^smaller one was composed of autumnal wild-flowers, such as 
'Illy a dweller among the hills could have discovered. Besides 
hese there were wreaths and garlands of flowers and leaves, 
hat gave the platform almost the aspect of a bower. The 
ffect of these, mingled with the wax lights^ was pretty in the 
xtreme. 

Among the first that entered were Mr. Kingsley and his 
*rty. They took up a very prominent position near the 
^Qt, and Thurza was delighted. 

"Now, this is worth seeing ; just look at those flowers; 
ich flowers ! Now, if only the lecturer comes up to the 
owers, my violets are bespoken," said Thurza, in an under- 
hisper to Ellen Blanfield, so comically, that that young lady 
early went into hysterics with suppressed laughter. 

The lecture-room quickly filled up with a well-dressed and 
ndently appreciative audience; but the lecturer had not 
"riYed, and murmurs of impatience began to make themselves 

K 2 
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andible, when snddenly there was a slight movement in the 
room, and Martin Wallace appeared, condacting two ladies to 
one of the front seats. 

" Oh," whispered Thnrza, " Fm not surprised to see him 
here ; he loves flowers ; he will like to hear the lectare of { 
course." But the look of utter astonishment that followed the - 
sentence was highly amusing ; for, having left his sisters under | 
Harry's care, Martin very quietly walked to the platform, coolly 
divested himself of hat and gloves, and began arranging a folio 
manuscript before him on the table, as also a heap of beaati- 
fully-coloured drawings of flowers, little glimpses of which, 
were visible as he lifted them from time to time to place them 
in accordance with his views. 

"Always knew Lydia's vegetable-man had something itt 
him," said Thurza, in an under- tone beneath her breath, with 
glistening eyes ; after that she said no more, but gave her foil 
and undivided attention to the lecture. 

It fully deserved it. It was quite out of the general run of 
such things ; just such a lecture as only a lover of flowers, a 
devotee to nature in her varied robes of excellence, conld 
give. He carried his audience with him into the shady dells, 
where those frail, fair bells had been gathered ; to rocky, mossy 
creeks ; to hillside or valley, making visible to them, by word- 
painting each fair-bright spot, each rugged stand from which 
the wildling had sprung. The botanical terms of each were 
given ; but harsh technicality was lost in the poetry of form 
and colour and shade with which he invested them. The 
Illustrations were beautiful. The flower-paintings called forth 
repeated rounds of applause ; applause that brought a warm, 
ncu blush to Edith's cheek, for those paintings were hers, 

sooroT^^ ^^^"^ *^*^ '''' ^""^ ''''* ^^ ^^^ ^"^"^ ^^'^^y ^^®^ *^* 

bcsV'" T? ^T""^^^ ^"^"^ ^^^^^ ^*^^ ^^ *^e lecture she liked 
• ino first treated of the blossoms of hill and dell ; the 
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latter of their gorgeous and beautiful sisters, the cultured 
garden flowers. From beginning to end she was fairlj 
entranced. She forgot all about her little bunch of violets, 
that sought her attention again and again bj their sweet 
fragrance. It was with a sigh she returned to the visible 
"World at the conclusion of the lecture, when the gratified 
audience began slowlj to depart, and the necessity for depart- 
ing too became apparent. She was glad that her father 
waited. 

** Stop a bit, pet,'' he exclaimed ; '^ did not think to see an 
old friend in the lecturer ; not surprised a bit. Knew it was 
in him." And he moved forward, as — carefully gathering the 
^wers out of the glass on the table, and enfolding their ends in 
some wet moss and then several folds of paper — Martin Wal- 
^ came smiling down towards the place where thej were 
^ding. Laughingly accepting the flattering praise with 
^hich Mr. Kingsley addressed him, he handed his magniflceut 
oouquet to Thurza, exclaiming, "If you will be kind enough 
^ accept these flowers, Miss Kingsley, I shall be glad, for I 
*now you can appreciate them." 

" Oh, Mr. Wallace I thank you very much," said Thurza, 
Uushing. It was all she could say ; her assurance had vanished, 
*nd hier little cluster of violets was forgotten. 

"Come, come — have you forgotten the violets, or is your 
lecturer not successful ? " whispered Ellen Blanfield pro- 
Vokingly. 
" Don't, Ellen — please don't I " pleaded Thurza. 
" I declare it's too bad ; I'm quite envious of those flowers," 
said the same speaker, in quiet amusement. 
Thurza moved impatiently away. 

" Won't you introduce me to your sisters, Mr. Wallace ? " 
she asked presently. 

** Certainly, Miss Kingsley, if you wish it." And Martin 
Vfalked forward, and, after a moment's whisper, returned with 
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Lizzie and Edith and his brother Harry, very quietly effecting 
an introduction. 

" I have wanted so much to know you ever since I saw yon 
that day," said Thurza, confidingly, to Edith. " You looked HI 
then, but you have a beautiful colour now." 

Edith laughed. She knew that excitement both at her 
brother's success and at her own had given the flush ; but she 
only said, "I am much better, thank you, Miss Kingsley. 
The sea-breezes are making me quite strong." 

" Are you still at the seaside, then ? " 

" On the Peninsula — yes. The sea-air is a good tonic." 

" How proud you must be of your brother ! I hope we shall 
soon hear him again. He lectures beautifully. Hove flowers 
better than ever now. I am not going home to-night ; will you 
let me come and see you, now I know you— at the Peninsula, I 
mean ? " 

"With pleasure," replied Edith ; "we shall be glad of » 
visit ; we have seen nobody but our kind old landlady and her 
daughter since we have been there." And writing down the 
address in pencil on a piece of a letter she took from her pocket, 
she prepared to go. 

" Will you accept these violets ? " asked Thurza hurriedly* 
" Your brother has given his magnificent flowers to me." 

" Thank you ; they are very sweet," said Edith, smilmg. 

" The next best thing you could do with them," whispere* 
Ellen tantalizingly. But Thurza was in no humour for teasing 
that night. 

" Oh, Martin ! " exclaimed Lizzie, as they rode home to tho 
Peninsula, " I verily believe this is the happiest evening — tha 
proudest evening I ever spent" 

" He's in his proper element^ darling — that's it," said Edith, 
proudly and fondly. 

" I always knew it ; I was sure of it," cried Harry enthu- 
siastically. " I'm as glad as can be that others know what 
talents he has." 
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" Perhaps/' said Martin, smiling, *' the others don't appreciate 
the talents like mj sisters and brother." 

" Don't they ? " said Harry significantly. " I think you 
might know by the manner they listened. And were not 
Edith's flowers admired ? " 

** As they were sure to be, Harry," said Martin. " They are 
beautiful ; we all kqow that Yes ; the audience honoured me 
with a fair hearing. I am grateful to them." 

" When do you give the next lecture ? " 

'* Next month. This has certainly proved a success in every 
way ; the purse not e:Ccepted. We shall see what it will be 
with the next." 

' A night spent in the seaside cottage, a morning walk on the 
beach, a bathe in the waves, and then a rapid drive homeward 
to the hills, followed the evening of the lecture. The lecturer, 
^ithhis brother, betook himself to his wonted avocations with 
bis usual contentment, although it was not all coleur de rose. 
The tilling of his ground was steadi ly advancing. A plantation 
<>fyoung vines called forth industry on one side ; the plough and 
the men employed needed attention on the other. Martin was 
getting on gloriously with all his agricultural, as well as horti- 
cultural, employments. He might speak well on these subjects, 
^br he was not a mere theorist ; he thoroughly and practically 
understood what he was talking about, entering into all the 
nunutiae of his business with a pleasure and a zest. There 
^^ no mistake about Martin ; he was a thorough, whole-souled 
^ftu, approved not of doing anything by halves ; this was part 
^^ the secret of his success. There was a beautiful and ex- 
^Uent faith mingled with all he did ; a simple, an even child- 
'^l^e confidence in the wisdom and mercy, and goodness and 
P^^er, of his heavenly Father, that was beautiful because of 
bis strength of character. He did not negative the talents 
bestowed upon him. He rather sought to bring them into 
action — to use these gifts rather than conceal them. In all he 
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did this was visible, and hence another source of his pre-eminent 
and continual success. 

"Is it you that have been lecturing in Adelaide latelj, 
Wallace ? " asked William Aland, coming in one morning, a 
week aflter the lecture, with an open newspaper in his hand. 

" I suppose so," returned Martin, quietly looking up from 
his breakfast, cup in hand, " especially if the paper says sa'* 

" Why, of course," returned William, " it might be some 
one else ; there might be another Mr. Wallace, for it does not 
say Martin." 

" Then what makes you attribute it 'to me ? " 

" Can't tell ; think it's just what you could do ; just lik® 
you. Come now, own up ; was it you or not ? " 

" It was I, sir," said Martin, with quiet humour. 

" Knew it ; was positive of it ! Flowers, too ; just in your 
line. Well, here is a flowing report of the whole affair^* 
most deliciously- worded eulogium. Have you seen it ? " 

*' I have, sir." 

" Bless me, how coolly we take the matter ! Is it notbiog 
to see one's self praised up to the nines in print ? nothing to 
have the admiration of half the ladies in Adelaide ? I think 
if I had your talents I should appreciate them a little more 
highly. It was a shabby trick, too, Martin, to serve a fello^» 
never even to breathe a word of the lecture. I suppose you 
thought I could not appreciate it." 

** How could I tell it would be a success ? " asked MartiD» 
smiling. 

" I believe you knew that well enough beforehand," re- 
turned Aland. " Were your sisters present to witness yon^ 
triumph ? " 

" They were with me at the lecture," replied Martin, cutting 
his slice of bam assiduously. 

" And Miss Edith is better ? I should think you are duU 
enough here without them. I thought we should not mis8 
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mnie from the Grange, but we do ; it seems strange without 
lose to whom we have been accustomed." 
" Have you heard from Winnie lately ? " asked Martin. 

"My mother has. She is quite well. My uncle is going to 
a foolish trick, I hear ; he is about marrying again. They 
re crowded with workmen up at Aland Creek." 

" Why a foolish thing ? It may be better for Winnie, 
specially if the lady be a nice one. I should think your 
mm must be lonely enough up amidst the sheep-pens, with 
•ttlysuch a woman as you describe her father's housekeeper to 
^i as a companion.'' 

"May be so. Yes ; I believe Winnie is sensible, and takes 
Wview of the subject. I believe the lady is quite the thing, 
^y mother knows something of her, and she pronounces it to 
* a fortunate thing for Winnie, so I suppose it is all right. 
*^8 to Mrs. Blake, she is quite the most detestable woman I 
>ver saw ; and how my uncle could have put up with her hor- 
ible management so long, I cannot tell. I believe she has 
'^rried on petty pilfering by wholesale. The last I heard was 
l^at the Creek is quit of her ; and a good job too." 

" A good thing — a very good thing indeed for your cousin, 
Uand ! " 



CHAPTER XVII. 
thukza's invasion. 



■Is Hiss Wallace or her sister at home? " asked a bright, 
ively voice at the open door of the seaside cottage one lovely 
fternoon. There was no answer for a minute or two, as the 
^*r occupants of the front rooms were taking their tonic on the 
*a*beach, and listening to what the wild waves were saying; 
or they were wild — tossing and foaming and erest-laden, spite 
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of the balmy sunshine that gilded those crests and sent a thoa< 
sand scintillations of sparks upwards. The tide was tumbliDg 
and poaring, rapidlj and roaringlj, towards the shore, with a 
determination of will and purpose that was not to be gain- 
said. 

" Is any one at home? " The voice was still pleasant, though 
jnst a soupqon of impatience was mingled with its tones ; and 
perhaps the rap with the knuckles on the door savoured still 
more of that ingredient. Thurza Kingsley was not given to 
the exercise of the virtue of patience ; and, as we have heard 
remarked from the pulpit lately, perhaps there is no greater 
tax on patience than to be kept waiting at a door for an en- 
trance. Her next step was to make entrance for herself. 
Thoroughly satisfied that this was the place, and that she had 
found even the right rooms, by certain indications she observed 
of the presence of the ladies she had sought, she very coolly 
took up her seat in the patch-worked cushioned arm-chair, 
leisurely looking round her, and thoroughly enjoying the 
traces of refinemeut and good taste here and there visible amidst 
the more humble appointments of the room. There was a 
cushion beautifully braided on cloth at her back that certainly 
did not belong to, as it did not harmonize with, the cushions 
of the chair ; a slender vase stood on the table, filled with her 
violets — the identical violets that had been destined for the 
platform of the successful lecturer. How Thurza coloured and 
laughed to herself when she saw them! The table, little 
round table as it was, was a study in itself; a small, inlaidln- 
diai\ work-box, out of which some strips of embroidery were 
hanging ; a portfolio of drawings. Thurza turned them over 
in doUght ; one or two unfinished sketches were there ; the 
group of violots, with their knot of blue ribbon, her gift, among 
thoiiK Uolow» in delicate handwriting, was the name of the 
urtUl— ** Kdith,** How Thuna felt she should like to hav( 
Ihh>m \\\^ |K^»so99or of such « gift • how she remembered wid 
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)inpt her own poor drawiDgs, touched up ahuudantly by 
land of her master. Her pencil or crayon had never been 
since she left school. But what was this? a fancy sketch 
srself. It must be ; surely it was intended for her ; a 
jh from memory, but flattered — surely flattered. And 
rza turned her flushed face towards the little glass that 
ug over the fireplace, with its drapery of seaweed, and 
d not decide that point. She presently closed the port- 
, and, with still a conscious colour of very tell-tale 
acter, began examining the books. There were several 
% about, all with the name of Wallace on the pages. The 
b of Tennyson were half open on the table, a volume of 
lambers's Journal " on the sofa, and in the window-ledge 
iall pocket Bible, beld open by an ivory paper-knife. She 
Id have passed that by with simply elevated eyebrows had 
a small slip of paper within attracted her curiosity — a paper 
a which were legibly written, in a bold, manly handwriting, 
following lines : — 

" It is His will 
Whether the sunshine or the cloud prevail, 
Or summer breezes blow, or storms assail ; 

It is His will ! 

" Ours it may be 
To tread the valley in its deepest shade. 
To stem the ocean when rude storms pervade ; 
yet still this whisper, ' Be not thou afraid/ 

Shall calm the sea. 

« His will it is 
To wean us from our wild, impetuous love 
Of things, all beautiful, but fading fast; 
Oar pleasant things of earth, that cannot last, 

To fix our hopes above ! *' 

lurza lingered over these lines till she became suddenly 
dons that it was an indecorum, and then she reluctantly 
id away ; not this time to reseat herself. She was not in 
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the mood for sitting still now; neither to continue her voyage 
of disco verj, that was not to he thought of; so she simplj 
walked to the door, and stood looking out at the ocean, heayiog 
to and fro in the distance, gilded hy the afternoon's snn-rajs, 
now fast growing rosy with the day's decline — ^looking out and 
thinking of the sunshine of her life, and of the storms thai 
might any day gather round her, against which she had no pro- 
tection. Thinking, too, of how true it was that all pleasant 
things of earth must fade — fade because He, the Creator of all) 
willed it so, and willed that our hopes should not all be centred 
on earth, but above. What a dark shadow had come over the 
bright face of Thurza Kingsley, even with simply readbg 
Harry Wallace's verses ; for our readers will remember, 
though Thurza thought she knew the authorship, that Martin 
Wallace had pleaded guilty to never having composed a line of 
poetry, or even rhyme, in his life. 

She presently began impatiently to tap with her foot on the 
floor, wishing heartily that the ladies would make their 
appearance. 

**It would be so disagreeable to have had my walk for 
nothing," she said to herself; "no, not quite for nothing, but 
without seeing them ; and I won't — I must know more of 
them, they are so different to any girls I know ;" and she 
again tapped the ground with an impatient little movement. 
As she did so, the back door opened, and the landlady appeared 
with some wood in her arms, and a pan full of live coals, which 
she nearly let fall at the unexpected sight of a young lady i^ 
the opposite doorway. 

" Oh ! " exclaimed Thurza, in a tone of relief; " I am thank- 
ful to see some one at last ! Perhaps you can tell me where 
Miss Wallace and her sister have gone, and when they will 
return? " 

" They are at the beach. Miss," replied Mrs. Grey civilly » 
hastily releasing her hands by emptying the wood and burning 
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inbers into the little fireplace, thereby kindling a fire far more 
tipidlj than she would have done had she attempted to arrange 
it ; for, after all, there is some knowledge required in building 
a fire — a knowledge that never falls to the lot of some, while 
others appear gifted with strangely magic fingers, and soon 
give a cheerful aspect to the most obtuse-looking arrangement 
of smoking wood. " They are at the beach, Miss, but I ex- 
pect them home soon ; yes, it's nearly their time ; the evenings 
get cold now," and five strokes from the tintinnabulnm of a small 
Botch olock warned them how fast time was departing. ^* I 
hope you ain't waited long. Miss ? " 

"I have," said Thurza, " till I am fairly tired. I could not 
inake any one hear, so I just sat down and waited ; and now, 
if they don't come directly, I shall have to go, for my aunt will 
l>e perfectly wild about me." 

"They are sure to be in directly; I. always get them tea 
ahout this tima So, if you'll please sit down, Miss, I'll get 
it ready." 

Thurza sat down and watched the pleasant little fire that was 
itow smiling in the grate ; watched with secret amusement the 
careful, awe-struck fingers that tenderly removed the drawing?, 
and books, and work, from the table ; watched the nice ar- 
rangement of the neat tea-service ; and then springing up, 
positively exclaiming that she could wait no longer, rushed to 
the door and almost into the arms of the young ladies them- 



** Just given you up," she exclaimed merrily, with extended 
hands; "was positively going to decamp. Must too, for my 
^ear, good auntie will be in dismay at my long absence." 

** Have you been here long ? Oh, I am so sorry ! " said 
Edith warmly. " We lingered so long on the beach to-night 
^ watch a vessel coming in. I wish you could have seen it ; 
^t Was worth watching. The sun gilded the sails, and made 
them look like snowy wings ! " 
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" And meanwhile I was waiting for you ; too bad ! And 
now I can't stay." 

" But you will come again, will you not ? " asked Lizzie 
smilingly. 

" Oh yep, if you will let me." 

" We have not much longer to remain ourselves," continued 
Lizzie. " Edie is so much better that I think another week 
will conclude our seaside enjoyment" 

" I shall come to-morrow, and bring auntie ; I want her to 
know you," said Thurza, with girlish enthusiasm. " But I 
must run off now.*' 

" Not alone, though," said Lizzie ; ** I will see you to the 
Port, Miss Kingsley." 

" And leave your sister famishing for her tea? No, that 
you shan't, not a step ; I'll never come again if you do. You 
may expect me early to-morrow ; good-bye," and off ran 
Thurza Kingsley, leaving the sisters still smiling at the doof} 
watching her departure. 

^' An odd little thing, is she not? " said Lizzie, as haying 
watched her out of sight she shut the door, and came into the 
room and towards the fire. 

" Yes, but I like her ; she is bright and lively and affec- 
tionate," said Edith. '^ Strange that she takes such a fancy 
to us." 

" I don't know that, dear Edie, either," said Lizzie, with a 
curious smile, taking off her sister's things as she spoke, and 
playfully resisting her efforts to rise from the easy chair into 
which she had wearily thrown herself 

" You are spoiling me, dear Lizzie. It's a shame ; I am 
so much stronger; I ought not to allow it," said Edie; and 
seizing her bonnet and shawl, she ran off into the bedroom with 
them, presently returning, to crouch down before the fire and 
warm her hands. 

" You look better, dear Edie ; all the roses are blooming 
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BLiD. Martin will be as glad as possible. Are not you ready 
r tea? " and she began her accustomed duties at the tea-tray; 
leeling the table nearer, and drawing the curtains, and light- 
g the candle, till all wore a pleasant, cosy aspect. 
" We may expect Thurza Kingsley early to-morrow," said 
Iditb, as they discussed their pleasant tea together. "I'm 
lad ; it will make it cheerful ; and she really seems a nice 
irl. Don't you think so, Lizzie ? you look rather grave." 

"Del? Well, perhaps I think I have reason," replied 
iizzie. " Have you ever thought of the possibility of any one 
lae liking her too well ? " 

'* Martin? Oh, Lizzie; no! What could have put that 
dea into your head ? " 

** Many things ; little things, to be sure ; and these things 
D»y not be anything after all. But, Edie, I should not like 
aartin to have any but a Christian for his wife ; should 
fou?" 

" Of course not ; but, Lizzie dear, how absurd you are. I 
^ve more opinion of my oWn attractiveness, I assure you, 
•^an to put to Martin's account all the magnetic influence." 

"Another thing, too, troubles me. These Kingsleys are 
healthy ; we are not Perhaps they think we are better off 



we are." 



"Not they ! How can they, when they must know that 
•Martin carries vegetables into town to sell ; when they buy 
^getables from him ? They can't think we are rich ; and if 
Qey court our friendship because we are well-educated and 
^ell-born and above the common run, they do a wise thing, 
Qat's all, and show their judgment and taste." 

"I am quite willing to think with you, dear Edie, quite, 
^hough certainly Martin's abilities have brought us into 
otice, I don't for a moment think Miss Kingsley is not 
tracted by you ; I'm sure she is, and I'm glad of it, if she 
ily prove as nice as she seems." 
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The tonic of sea-breezes had indeed worked so 
Edith's case, that they were beginning to turn their 
and eyes rather anxiously towards the hills. Wii 
coming on apace, and cosy evenings and large fires 
slab hut were pleasant things to think of. Many a q 
purchase Lizzie and Edith had made during thei 
holiday to make pleasant the coming wintry hou 
second winter in the colony; while their brothers vi 
gently at work to make all around their domicile as wa 
and weather-tight as possible ; carting wood in ab 
covering in a shed for the milking of cows, and stren 
here and there a stake or slab, as required. Needful 
for there was a promise of a winter of great severity; 
seaside visitors were glad to avail themselves of ve 
wrappings in their promenade on the beach now. 
three days' rain followed the afternoon on which 
Kingsley had made her appearance, keeping them 
and of course preventing entirely the promised vis 
fourth day broke bright and clear; and though the br 
keen, the sea looked beautiful in the sunshine ; and 
sunshine came Thurza Kingsley once more. Alone agai 
aunt had begged to be excused from the excursion — " 
was too cold; the young ladies must come and see h 
as this in fact was the very thing Thurza wanted, she 
well pleased to have liberty to convey the message, and 
herself after her own fashion for the rest of the day, 
fear of reproof. 

** She had come for the day," she told them; " com 
all night if they would let her." And, of course, the 
and did; and such merry laughter as echoed through 
seaside cottage there had seldom been heard ! she yi 
anything — dancing on the beach, springing after th- 
and suffering the spray to sprinkle her all over; g 
shells and seaweed in profusion only to dash them 
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soon as gathered. She had never enjoyed herself so much 
before, she said^ and she had been plenty of times to Glenelg — 
plenty of times to Brighton ; but this was charming — so fresh 
and free. So was the fare ; for after a thorough gay morning 
the three came back from their buffeting with wind and wave 
to a late dinner, very nicely prepared for them, and with ap- 
petites that astonished even their attentive landlady ; and then 
came a more quiet, sober time, the time between the lights, 
when all is grey without, and within all pleasE^nt ; shadows on 
the wall, uplifted on the ceiling by the dancing fire-light; 
when, curtains drawn and seats close gathered round the 
hearth, heart warms to heart, and conversation is carried on 
in low, warm tones. 

"You all seem so happy," said Thurza, as seated between 
the sisters, a hand in Edith's, and her head resting on Lizzie's 
V " Such an united family, so fond of each other," she con- 
tinued : " and I have no sister ; only a brother. He pets me 
sometimes, to be sure ; thinks me a plaything though ; never 
dreams that I can think seriously. Papa thinks so too." 

** Into each life some rain must fall — 
Some days must be dark and dreary," 

said Lizzie gently, quoting from Longfellow. 

" Yes ! " said Thurza ; " that's true. They think I don't 
*now it, but I do. My days are not all bright." 

** It is well they are not, dear." 

" Why well ? " asked Thurza, suddenly looking up ; " "Why 
Well ? " 

**You might want to live always," said Lizzie, quietly. 

" Yes ; so I should. "Well, would that be strange ? Why 
should I wish to die ? " 

"Not wish to die," returned Lizzie ; " we all love life ; but 
^ willing and happy to go when our time comes — when our 
father thinks fit to call us." 
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" I never think of dying," said Thurza gravely, after a 
long pause. " That would not make me happy, hut miserable" 

" It would not," said Lizzie, " if you thought of the happy 
home heyond, where nothing like sadness and sorrow can ever 
enter." 

** I never think of these things," said Thurza. 

**Dear Thurza, but you should — you ought." 

" Yes ; I suppose I ought ; and some day I suppose I shall. 
But, oh, dear me, we're getting on gloomy subjects. Don't 
you sing, and won't you ? come, Edie, there's a darling, giv« 
us something." 

" I am afraid you will scarcely like our songs," said Edith, 
smiling. 

" Shan't I ? try me," said Thurza merrily. And they sang 
— sang of the "better land," of the " rest for the weary," and 
other sweet songs ; all savouring of trust and rest in heaven. 
But the voices were melodious, and harmoniously blended 
together ; and Thurza listened silently, with bowed head, till 
the lights were brought in, and then she sprang up, and begafl 
whirting round the room, but there were tears in her eyes for 
all that. 



CHAPTER XVII I. 



DOINGS AT ALAND CREEK. 



TiiKSE dark clouds that hang over our sky, sending thei^ 
shadows down into our very hearts, how repugnant are thej 
to our nature, and yet how rich are they in blessing and 
beauty ; fruitful seasons, glowing herbage, fairy flowers blo^ 
soming, all succeed the heavy, lowering thunder-cloud, ih< 
darkness and the gloom ; and yet, like the disciples of old, w( 
** fear as we enter the cloud" — we discern not its silver linin| 
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-we remember not that even the wind is to be tempered to 
'he shorn lamb. 

It was Winnie's time of cloud and storm still. The violence 
)f its rage was past; the rolling of the thunder and the keen 
igbtning flash had passed, but the cloud loomed yet athwart 
ler sky — the shadow still fell over her sunshine, its silver 
ining was unrevealed. 

It was, however, a happy thing for Winnie that her life 
vas perforce not an inactive one. Circumstances forbade 
hat; indeed, for every single piece of work that had occupied 
ler attention at Aland G-range, at Aland Creek she found its 
loplicate. Mrs. Blake, as she had forewarned, took herself off 
)ne fine early winter's day, leaving an indefinite number of 
^7 rooms and incomplete work behind her ; and Winnie 
"onnd it lay a very heavy burthen upon her young and inex- 
)erienced hands. Fortunately, she was strong and active ; 
vork was no trial to her. Her aunt had carefully taught her 
nuch of housewifery lore ; it was, therefore, nothing new, 
hough falling heavily on one pair of hands. She was not, 
lowever, entirely single-handed. To the men about the place 
t was quite another thing to see the young, lithe form, and 
leatlj-attired figure that flitted through the rooms, preparing 
heir meals so comfortably, and arranging matters in so cleanly 
ind orderly a way — quite another thing to render a helping 
iand to this fair daughter of their master, so cheerfully waiting 
*pon them. Mrs. Blake, with her loud, discordant voice, 
offensive manners, and dirty, untidy, slatterly figure, might 
^ve waited long enough for wood or for water of their fetch - 
^g J but there was not one among them who would willingly 
^^0 permitted Winnie to bring in either wood from the heap 
^^ Water from the well. A neat little stack of chopped logs 
^^ daily arranged at the door for her use, the buckets were 
distantly replenished, and the fountain rarely left for her 
^ds to refill ; many a time, too, was her place taken at the 

L 2 
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churn : for it was only right, they said to each other, when 
she took so much pains to add to their comfort, that they 
should do all they could to help her. It was payment to 
Winnie, and good payment too, this kindly attention, and there 
were many indications that pleased her. In former times, when 
Mrs. Blake's reign had been dominant, muddy boots, soiled 
hands, and unkempt hair prevailed among the men at the sta- 
tion. Winnie's presence among them produced a revolution. 
It was not possible for them to come into the clean, orderly 
kitchen, with its bright windows and spotless muslin drapery, 
its well-scoured table, covered with a clean linen cloth, and 
bright earthenware and cutlery, its carefully-swept and tf 
carefully-whitened hearth, sending forth its cheerful radiance 
far and near — and not endeavour to render their persons more 
in keeping with all this neatness* Winnie smiled to herself 
at the sudden demand for soap and towels that presently arose, 
still further at the run upon the store for hair oil and clean 
shirts, and, finally, at the hastily-removed hats on the threshold 
of the door. It was something to have accomplished all this 
— something worth living for, worth labouring for ; and Win* 
nie was pleased at her conquest. She took good care to make 
them comfortable ; the table was daily supplied with plenty of 
cream and pure fresh butter, wanting during Mrs. Blake*8 
period of dominion ; and they thought it a pretty sight to see 
the fair young face at the head of the table, pouring the 
amber fluid from the bright, large tea-pot ; a sight that made 
their homeward-turned footsteps at night anything but lag- 
gard. 

And so Winnie had little time to think of her sorrow, and 
yet she did think. When all was silent in the house, and the 
flickering of the fire sent deeper shadows over the room ; when 
only the slow, solemn ticking of the large clock fell upon the ear, 
or the barking of the house-dogs, or the low, monotonous sound 
of rain-drops on the roof or at the window-pane, or the hoarse 
murmur of the wind as it vainly sought an entrance round and 
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onhd the dwelling in unheard-of nooks and corners, whistling 
own the chimneys in plaintive cadence, and murmuring sad 
lies among the sheaoaks near at hand — then Winnie would 
ronch quietly beside the hearth, sometimes with her head 
owed down upon her knees, sometimes with eyes steadily 
X)king into the glowing embers, and remember all she could 
f the past — ^all she had hoped, and all she had lost. 

What was the future to her ? What had it to bring for 
er? The clouds loomed very darkly — scarcely a sunbeam 
We behind them to illumine her pathway. Why should she 
M^ for one who cared not for her ? Why should her whole 
fe be shadowed by the influence of one foolish passion ? 
tt the midst of her sorrow came Lizzie Wallace's letter, re- 
iving her old feelings and old desires for happiness that the 
^orld can neither take nor give ; and back again to her wounded 
pint came the effort to pray, the desire for the love of God. 

" I am away from all that is good," she wrote in reply, " and 
6t it sometimes seems to me that I am nearer Q-od. The 
^bbath here is little different from any other day in the weekt 
Qd still I seem to feel a difference. You have taught me that 
rod is in everything. I remember all you have said, and feel 
8 though God is ail around me ; but it gives me no joy. I 
^ afraid. It seems awful that He, the great, the mighty 
rod, should view our actions and read our thoughts ! Oh, 
fiss Wallace, tell me, do you have this fear, or do you only 
iol love and peace ? *' 

Poor Winnie ! She looked upon the higb and mighty God, 
id feared ; and well she might, for He is of purer eyes than 
• behold iniquity, and the thought of foolishness is sin in his 
ght. But oh, the glad tidings sung by angels may be re- 
ilioed in our hearts also. " Peace on earth, goodwill to men " 
«ae with the birth of a Saviour ; light broke in upon the 
^kness, and the sunbeam of hope illumined the blackness of 
^0 tomb. God and the sinner became reconciled through the 
^▼iour's precious blood I 
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TidiDgs Buch as these came back from the pen of Lizzie 
Wallace. Glad and joyful they were, though Winnie could 
not fully receive them. They awoke a little further craving 
a little deeper earnestness, a spirit of research. In the qaiet 
of her little room she often now turned over and over tb€ 
sacred pages of her mother's Bible, seeking what she scaroel} 
knew, only that her peace and happiness of mind depended oi 
the search ; and so she sought on — blindly it might be, ba 
earnestly, eagerly. 

Winter was speeding on, with its storms and tempests, itf 
deluging rains, its wild tornadoes ; and as it sped away theri 
came a change over the aspect of Aland Creek. The pro 
mised workmen from Adelaide came at last, with all theii 
implements of business, prepared to arouse it from its desolatedt 
chrysalite condition, till, like a fair butterfly with silvery 
wings, it glistened in the sunlight of heaven. Thenceforwarc 
the house was one scene of bustle and confusion, prognosti- 
cating as total a revolution as ever had occurred in Winnie i 
previous lifetime. The drays that brought this accession o 
numbers to Aland Creek brought with them also assistance foi 
Winnie, in the shape of two active, sturdy maidservants, wh< 
soon took all the heavy part of the work upon their owi 
shoulders, leaving Winnie more time upon her hands thai 
perhaps was exactly good for her. Her father had been t 
Adelaide and brought back with him any amount of draper 
stores, and she soon found that her activity must take a nev 
turn. The rolls of linen, of towelling, of muslins anddamael 
drapery for the windows, of coverings for cushions and couches 
made her absolutely frightened, till she found that the elde 
of the handmaidens had been selected mainly for her deftnes 
with the needle — her skill in all those minor ari-angement 
that constitute so much in a household. How thankful Winni 
was when she found that all these final fittings up had not t 
rest upon her inexperience ; the future comfort of her mothe 
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had not to depend upon her unskilful performances, but that 
the whole heart and soul of Martha was in the work devolving 
on her ; that in fact she was only preparing for the reception 
of a mistress she had long dearly loved, and whose every wish 
was law. Yes ; Winnie did rejoice when she heard all this, 
ftnd readily lent her aid ; and thus, while masons and plas- 
terers were busy with their portion of the labour — while the 
: whole aspect of the house was undergoing a rapid transforma- 
[ tion by aid of mortar and cement, the inner decorations were 
\ M swiftly proceeding ; and "Winnie earned to herself golden 
[ honours in the estimation of Martha. In a variety of different 
I wajs she bestowed her assistance in the preparations going 
forward to welcome her new mother to their home and make 
It Worthy to receive her. Many a fond kiss, many a grateful 
8niile came from her father iu return for all her care, that was 
* reward in itself, particularly when the words were added — 

"Dear Winnie, you shall never repent it ; we will make you 
a happy home." 
**You never will repent it, miss," said Martha one day, as 
overheard the words. " I know it will be a bright day 
when my mistress crosses the threshold of Aland Creek." 
"You think I shall love her ?" asked Winnie wistfully. 
"Sure of it, miss ; you can't help it. She has such gentle 
*Dd loving ways, one must love her, and love to do her will, 
^00. Think I'd come out to bury myself in the bush for 
i^othing ? Not I. If I didn't just think where she is was the 
^8t place, I'd never stir a foot out of town. She's a real 
Christian, if ever there was one." 

A Christian, thought Winnie. And a little glad thrill 
passed through her frame. Oh, if it should indeed be so, might 
she not learn to become one too ? It was a pleasant thought, 
and made her needle fly very swiftly, till even Martha looked 
^P in surprise, and noticed the flushed cheek and flying 
fingers. 
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" Don't you go for to hurt yourself, miss," she said feel- 
ingly ; " mistress would not like that, though you did it for 
her. You must look well when she comes, or perhaps she'll 
think I've been working you too hard." 

" I like to work," returned Winnie ; "I'd rather work than 
think. I'm glad your mistress is coming soon, Martha ; and Tm 
very glad to hear she is a Christian." 

It was a busy winter at Aland Creek — ^busy to all parties 
concerned. Work went on swiftly and well, and at l^st the 
workmen were fairly turned out. The work within doors was 
first completed ; then plenty of out-of-door occupation awaited 
them. And the house was left to the women folks, to the 
drying properties of large fires, and then to the final cleansing 
operations before the arrival of the furniture, new and old, 
that awaited the conclusion in Adelaide. 

Busy days and pleasant, for Martha was a cheerful compa* 
nion, and a hearty adviser. She soon found out that Winnie had 
a secret grief, that only increased its power by being indulged* 
and like a wise woman, she found a hundred little schemes to 
keep her busy and near herself, to lead away her thoughts to 
other objects, other anticipations. " It will be all right," she 
thought, " when mistress comes ; let her only keep up till then, 
there need be no fear. She's a nice girl, too, and a kind one ; 
and I don't think mistress will be sorry to have her for » 
daughter, after all, though I did think so at first." 

** Winnie, do you like all this ? Are you sorry or glad at 
the thought of a new mother ? " asked her eldest brother, 
Ernest, one evening as they stood together over the fire, 
warming themselves after a swift canter on horseback of half- 
a-dozen miles. 

'* I think I shall like it, Ernie," replied Winnie slowly. 
* I am glad." 

" Are you ? " 

"Yes," said Winnie ; *'glad, for father is. He looks better 
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ni happier than I have ever seen him. I am glad, too, be- 
ause it is bringing us a comfortable, pleasant, and well- 
Qrnished home. What a home we have had since infancy, 
Dmie ! '' 

" So we have. Yes, father must have been most wretchedly 
mcomfortable, I'm sure ; though you made it nice and pleasant 
inoDgh, and I for one should have been glad to have it stay 

0." 

" I don't think you would, Ernie. Think how anxious you 
^nd Allen have been to go to school ; and but for the interces- 
sion of our new mother that is to be, you would not, I verily 
^lieve, have had the chance." 

** I suppose not," said Ernest gravely. " "Well, I thank her 
or that, for I must say it's precious little schooling I've got ; 
^Dd, rich as father is, it seems a shame. I'll have hard work 
sitady now, I'm afraid, but I mean to try ; and, I say, 
Minnie, if you like all this, I daresay I shall. It'll be strange 
•t first, no doubt, but it will come all natural after a while." 

** Yes, I suppose so," said Winnie slowly. " Mai^tha says 
•^e shall not be able to help loving her, and that she is sure 
»ie will make a kind mother. However, for father's sake we 
Wld try to like her ; I mean to do so." 

" Oh, if she's jolly and nice, and all that sort of thing, I 
^all soon come tp ; but, I say, Winnie, if she happened to be 
stiff 'un, I couldn't stand it — I should just bolt 1 " 
** She has a very sweet, kind face, at any rate," said Winnie, 
filing ; " not a bit of stiffness about it. I could not stand 
ftt, any more than you ; but I'm sure she will be kind." 
*' All right, then ; we shall soon be chums if that's the case, 
^ke care the little sister don't put your nose out of joint, 
innie," he laughingly shouted as he walked off to bed. 
** Hush ! hush ! " said Winnie ; " don't let father hear you 
king so, it will hurt him." 
''Father!" said the boy: "oh, I forgot father. No— I 
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don't want to vex him ; but I don't think he heard, 
after all, Winnie/' he added, coming back and throwing i 
over his sister's neck, " you know I was only in fun. 
never love any one more than I do you ; never — ^never 



CHAPTER XIX. 

WORK OF ALL KINDS. 



The winter storms had fairly set in — set in with a ft 
violence that were far beyond any of the previous wint 
ricanes. The creek swelled tremendously, overflow! 
garden, and washing away the picturesque little brid^ 
had been Martin Wallace's handiwork, and the one c 
nicating outlet with the road to Aland Grange. Hug 
towering in strength and beauty, were torn up by th 
and laid prostrate on the ground. The wind went i 
down the gully at night howling and moaning like a < 
giant ; and the rain — such rain I Lizzie thought 
deluge and the ark as she listened to the torrents that 
past their frail little hut in overwhelming violence ; i 
of Him whose voice can still the storm, and was not afi 
They had left the seaside before all this wintry weat 
in ; but Edith was still at Glen Osmond, where 
Kingsley had coaxed Lizzie to leave her, and where in i 
was very willing to be left — for it was a pleasant pla 
they were pleasant people ; Edith liked them all. Mr. E 
with his warm, jovial manner, his love for his -w 
daughter, and kindly regard to her friend ; dear Ann 
stone, gentle and loving andf^miable; even Godfrey, a p( 
tease as he was, was a pleasant variety, and welcome w 
he chose to enter their society, which he often did. 1 
say Edith liked him all the better after she knew that 
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engaged to a young lady just out of the precincts of Glen 
Osmond, to whom she was very shortly after introduced. 

It was very pleasant this return, even for a time, to the 
laxories of life — to feel soft carpets beneath her feet, flower- 
"woven and velvety, and draperies graceful and silken and 
flowing on every side, taking off the keen edge of life, and 
softening its angles ; very pleasant the mellowed light of the 
*rgand lamp, with its crimson globe ; the warm rich glow of 
the burning logs, neatly cut and neatly arranged, the red light 
reflected back by the highly- polished and jet-black hearth. 
Reasant, too, was it to run her fingers once more over the 
*eyB of the sweetly-toned piano, bringing out half- forgotten 
strains of bygone melody — home melodies, that were almost 
^ painful as pleasant. 

"I do not know that it was a very wise thing of Lizzie to 
feaveme here," she^said, with something between a smile and 
^ sigh, one evening, as resting among the cushions of a couch, 
^Uch had been drawn up for her particular comfort within 
the influence of both fire and lamp, she turned over the pages 
of one of England's many interesting periodicals, from time to 
time looking contentedly around, with just the keen relish for 
the enjoyment of all she saw that long deprivation had given 
her. 

" Why not a wise one ? " asked Thurza, looking suddenly up 
from the little lap-dog she was caressing as it lay on the ground 
at Edith's feet; looking up so suddenly that Bijou sprang aside 
with a sharp bark and stood a little distant, looking on half- 
defiantly. 

" Well," said Edith, drawing back the small, graceful head 
into her lap, and stroking back the long dark curls from the 
clear brow with caressing fingers, "I think you are all spoiling 
me here, Thurza, my dear, and I shall get indolent and lazy, 
perhaps discontented with our hut among the hills. I don't 
wish to be that," she added gravely ; " it would grieve those 
dearest to me." 
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'' Nonsense, Edie ; perfect nonsense ! " said Thurza, seizing 
and imprisoning the fingers that were ioying with her ringletB. 
"Now, I think a bush life must be delightful — charming! 
There's nothing I want so much as to see your dear little 
hut." 

"Not now, Thurza ; not now," said Edith, laughing. **It 
is sure to look dreary such weather as this ; robbed of halfito 
beauties." 

" Well, not exactly to-night, certainly," said Thurza, as a 
sudden gust swept round the house, rattling doors and 
windows ; and the pattering of rain-drops against the window- 
panes made the closely-drawn curtains, the ruddy fire, and 
comfortably- warm room very acceptable. " Not exactly to- 
night, for it must be very cold among the hills." 

" Very cold among the hills," said Edith, smiling, " but not 
in our hut. We do everything we can to make it snug and 
warm and comfortable. Our rag carpets are warm and soft, 
if not beautiful, Thurzy ; and then you should see our fires ; 
such fires ! a huge trunk of a tree — just imagine ! — all dancing 
and quivering with living flame and fiercely-glowing embers ! 
Those fires make half the comfort of a winter evening in th« 
bush." 

" I promise you I intend to invade your * Wren's Nest,' 
said Thurza saucily. 

" Forewarned is forearmed," said Edith, pinching the cheek 
so saucily upturned. " Yes — I would have remained on no 
other condition but the returning of the visit," she continued. 
" It is but just that you have just a little soupqon of bush life 
in return for the pleasant luxuries of your home. My brothers 
have been making improvements since my absence, Lizzie tells 
me. They have built a neat little kitchen, and a servant's 
bedroom slightly detached from the rest, so that our hand- 
maiden need not enjoy enlightenment upon all matters discussed 
in the family circle." 
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" A necessary provision," exclaimed Thurza, with a shrug 
lat was exceedingly expressive. " But you must feel the 
»nns very much, I should think. It always seems to rage 
tost amidst hills." 

"Oh, yes — we have it, twenty times as much as you do 
ere," said Edith merrily. " There are no thick walls to keep 
ut the sounds, no lofty ceilings to repel them ; last winter, 
ideed, we had no ceiling at all, but enjoyed the pleasure of 
coking up to the bare shingles. We saw not the stars through, 
hough ; our brothers were not sufficient worshippers of the 
eience of astronomy for that, and therefore made them per- 
ectly wind and weather tight ; but this winter Lizzie says 
hey have very neatly ceiled the three principal rooms — the 
itting-room, our bedroom, and their own. I am glad they 
ave." 

** You have very good brothers," said Thurza thoughtfully, 
H)king into the fire. 

"Yes," said Edith ; "they are our principal * golden gifts.' 
don't know what we should do without them." 

"And you seem so happy — so united," Thurza dreamily 
ontinued. 

"Yes," replied Edith quietly, " we are united — united by 
^rong earthly, natural affections ; but we have another tie that 
liits us even more closely together, a golden chain that can- 
ot be broken — the expectation of passing an eternity in the 
^Qie unbroken bonds. "We all love one Saviour, Thurza ; we 
1 have one hope ; we all have one home in the heavens ! 
re we not a happy family in deed and truth, dear ? " 

"Yes," said Thurza, with moody brow and tearful eyes. 
Yes, happy in everything, for these things do not seem to 
mder you gloomy, like they do some people." 

** Gloomy! No, indeed. Why should they? I cannot 
link why the feeling that you have a powerful friend — one 
ho rules over all your affairs, regulates everything for you. 
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cares for you, guides and guards, and will finally take yon to 
a happy home — should, by any mode of reasoning, render you 
gloomy. The uncertainty of possessing this friend, the dread 
of a future state, to me seems dreadful.'* 

" Oh, Edie ! if by any possibility I could keep you with me 
always, I believe you would make me good," said Thura 
earnestly. 

" I couldn't do that, Thurza dear ; the power is not mine, 
But Jesus can do all." 

The " Wren's Nest " was, as Edith said, greatly and com- 
fortably improved. Snug and pretty now, both without and 
within, it was far better able to bear the brunt of the wintry 
storm. By the time Lizzie reached home, after leaving her 
sister with the Kingsleys, the whole of the front rooms h»d 
been carefully, though roughly, floored with narrow planks, 
the walls snugly plastered, and the roofs ceiled — very hand- 
somely ceiled too, with strong, stout canvas, whitened so 
thoroughly that only those in the secret knew of what material 
it was composed, or that lath and plaster had so little to do 
with the matter. Lizzie's ready fingers completed the rest, 
substituting damask for the muslin and network at the windows, 
and for the chintz on sofas and the cushions of the chairs. 
The addition of a new and pretty lamp, a few new books, and 
a whole bundle of magazines of various kinds — some fresh 
from English friends through the Adelaide post, others pro- 
cured from the Adelaide booksellers — ^all added to the comforts 
of the severe winter ; and many there were, even in more 
finished houses, that might have envied a seat at the cheerful 
hearth of the " Wren's Nest," when the brilliant fire and 
closely-drawn curtains and tightly-closed door bid defiance to 
the entrance of wind or rain, raging wildly as they might, 
while the hearts beat healthfully, and pulses bounded, and 
eyes were bright with thankfulness to Him who is indeed " a 
covert from the storm, a shadow from the heat" 
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Busy evenings these were now, spent by Martin in studious 
reparations for the course of lectures npon which he had 
ntered, and which he still arduously pursued as a new source 
f emolument, pleasure, and usefulness. Harry was succeeding 
dmii'ably with his sheets of engrossing : he liked the work, 
•nd all the more so that it proved so remunerative, also that it 
;aye him hopes of a future he greatly desired. He took up so 
nach of their table in the evening, that Martin once laugh- 
nglytold him he should have to erect him an office, where he 
Jouid take his *' full swing," and leave them their due propor- 
aon of space. 

Edith was very much missed during those wintry evenings. 
9er bright, cheerful smile had given a zest to their studies — 
*ad been like sunshine in the room ; yet they were glad to 
»ve her away — glad to know that the cure commenced with 
>be tonic of ocean breezes was completing amidst the society 
rf Glen Osmond. 

'* We shall have her back again in the spring, bright and 
ively as ever," said Martin, one evening when Harry was 
«gretting her absence. 

" Yes," said Lizzie ; " and I think we ought to be content 
spare her a little. I cannot help thinking that her influence 
'ith Thurza Kingsley will be for good ; she is a sweet, warm- 
parted girl, only wanting in the best gift — the golden gift of 
n J and if our Edie should make her desire that — if, through 
6P influence, she begins to seek and find, it will be worth 
paring the presence of our sister for a while.'* 

**Have you reason for hope ? " asked Martin, quietly 
UTiing over the pages of a volume on geology that lay before 
im, in an apparently fruitless search for the subject he 
anted. 

** I think I have," said Lizzie, with a quick flash up of her 
'es into the downcast face of her brother, who, for his part, 
IS chiefly intent in his research. " Not much," she added 
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quietly, **not much; the subject is new and strange; * the 
golden gift ' not fully appreciated ; but it is something to have 
gained the affections, and through them the ear. At any rate 
I cannot help thinking that Thurza Kngsley is a hopeM 
subject" 

What Martin thought does not appear, for he said no more; 
but he never expressed a wish for his sister's return home 
after that. Perhaps, indeed, he did not miss her so much a3 
the rest, for he had the opportunity that they had not of 
seeing her every week, an opportunity that he constantly 
embraced. It became quite a customary thing for the cart to 
remain all night at Glen Osmond, and Mr. Kingsley began to 
look for his guest with quite as much pleasure as did the 
young ladies themselves. 

The swelling of the creek entirely cut off all communication 
with Aland G-range, so far as Lizzie Wallace was concerned; 
indeed the stormy weather that prevailed confined her atten- 
tions very much to the house and its neighbourhood. She bad 
not seen anything of Mrs. Aland since her return home. It 
made little difference to either her brothers' or the Alands 
intercourse with each other ; a good mackintosh and high 
boots withstood the weather, however bad it was. William 
Aland was still an occasional visitor. It was still pleasant to 
him to spend the evening by their fireside, even though Edith 
was absent, and though business was quietly proceeded with. 
He learnt to take up a book as they took up their pens, and 
work was not of that engrossing nature that they were unable 
to bestow a word now and then upon him. He still came 
Sunday after Sunday to their meeting, wet or dry. Some- 
how or other Sunday at home had become irksome. 

" Your sister is making a long stay," he ventured one 
evening to Lizzie, as he stood at the door. He had just called 
in with a message for Martin ; but neither of the brothers 
were at home, so he did not enter. 
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" Yes," said Lizzie. ** We are glad to have her away this 
dull, wintry weather. A little cheerful society after her illness 
will be the best restorative she can possibly have." 

" I suppose she will forget all her old friends," he said, look- 
ing down and mercilessly lashing his booted legs with his 
ridmg-whip as he spoke. 

" I do not think so," Lizzie gravely replied : *' it is not like 
Edith to forget old friends, however many new ones she 
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**Is Godfrey Kingsley in partnership with his father?" 
was the next abrupt question. 

''I believe so," returned Lizzie, a slight quivering shadow 
of a smile at the comers of her mouth. " He will be married 
▼eiy shortly, I understand." 

" Indeed ! " said William, with a sudden clearing-up of 
countenance. " So will my uncle, I believe," he presently 
continued. "Our last news from Aland Creek was that the 
UQprovements were almost finished, and that as soon as spring 
18 fairly set in, Winnie will have a mother." 
**Have you seen your cousin lately, Mr. Aland ? " 
"No, Miss Wallace, not since she left home ; at least not 
since I followed her that time. Has she written to you ? " 

" Yes, she has," said Lizzie, " I only yesterday had a letter 
I was glad to receive, it is so hopeful even amidst its despon- 
dency. Winnie is finding out many * golden gifts ' she 
possesses, Mr. Aland ; but, best of all, she is discover- 
ing the * golden gift' of a Saviour's love, and seeking to 
make it hers. There is a wonderful change in your cousin 
Winnie." 

"She owes it all to you. Miss Wallace — all the good, I 
mean," he exclaimed, with slight confusion, as he mounted 
his horse and for a moment drerw in his rein. 

" No, not all to me," said Lizzie, with a peculiar smile. " I 
think you have had something to do with it. Strange instru- 
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mentalities are used sometimes for the discovery of* golden 
gifts I " and with a farewell nod she went in and shut the 
door, leaving him to continue his journey and the thoughte 
she had awakened together, as hest he might. 



CHAPTER XX. 
Winnie's preparations. 



It was to be a very quiet marriage — ^neither fuss, nor fun, nor 
display. The bride had too much sense to array herself ia | 
the wedding vesture of her first youth ; a few old friends of ; 
both contracting parties — the children of neither — met by 
appointment together at the house of a lady friend to witnew 
the completion, the signing of the compact. Not a singlo 
white favour, not a festive article of apparel was visible amongst 
them. In her rich, dark silk dress, with its delicate trimmings 
of lace, few would have recognized the bride of the party } 
and yet though her first youth — a very fair youth it must have 
been — had passed,, and the slight embonpoint of middle age had 
succeeded, it was a very sweet face that the soft bands of haif; 
here and there enshrining silveiy threads, still shaded. Care 
had left some of its impress behind, it is true ; anxiety and 
sorrow had not permitted the brow to remain unscathed, bat 
on the lips, and in the pure soft eyes there were legibly written 
trust and rest. 

It was when struggling for a subsistence for herself and her 
child against ill-health and many other difficult circumstances 
that she first met, at a friend's house, with Mr. Aland. Ho 
was years older than herself, but the kindliness of his nature 
and the steadfastness of his character gradually won upon her 
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esteem, and induced her to consent to share his home. There 
were not wanting those who said his wealth had purchased 
her consent. Well, be it so ; she did not for a moment pretend 
that it possessed no influence ; but she knew that she had 
eqoivalents to bestow — that in undertaking the position of 
mistress to his household, and mother to his children, she had 
no sinecure office to fill ; and Mr. Aland, also, knew this well 
--knew how much his happiness depended on her gentle 
presence, and rejoiced in the possession of riches that could 
help to win him such a mistress for his lonely home. Her 
influence had done him good already : he was a better man, a 
kinder father, a wiser master than he had ever been before ; 
his very aspect had altered since she had promised to be his, 
«nd in appearance he looked many years younger. Winnie 
had never thought her father such a handsome man, or noticed 
the stalwart strength of his frame as she now did. What a 
France betwixt this and the period of Mrs. Blake's reign ! 
%e could but welcome the good genius who had wrought the 
change. 

A quiet wedding ; yes, very quiet — ^passing away with but 
Bttle more excitement than an ordinary family dinner-party. 
It was an early spring, that succeeded the showers and 
Btorms of winter ; the sunshine was beautiful and reviving, and 
the tour a long and a pleasant one. Little Ada was on a visit to 
Aiand Grange, there to await her mamma's arrival previously 
to being introduced to her new home. A pretty, merry, lively 
child she was, with dark clustering curls and eyes of bright 
'^l She was a welcome guest at the Grange, and paved the 
^y for her mother's welcome by her own little attractive and 
*^tionate ways. She was a prime favourite and a plaything 
^^ her new cousins, as she called them. Both Dan and William 
^re delighted with her company ; and she was not long before 
^he had formed intimate acquaintance with the Wallaces, 
^very fine day she would run off to the " Wren's Nest," with 
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or without pretence ; and Lizzie very gladly welcomed Winnie's 
little sister, sending all manner of messages by her, and suggest- 
ing many things that would hereafter prove pleasant to both. 

And Winnie, meanwhile, where was she ? The winter had 
passed over her with its storms, and the hurricanes had spent 
themselves, giving place to gentle breezes, and soft sanshine, 
and glowing herbage, and an abundant flora. The creeks had 
resumed their usual quiet flow, tinkling musically over pebblj) 
rocky beds, and laving the flower-stalks in their limpid waters. 
How bright looked the trees with their revivified verdure ; how 
golden the wattles, as they bent their perfumed heads to the 
playful zephyr; and such bird-song j Had the birds indeed ever 
sung so gladly, so joyously, or had there been quite such another 
spring, or such sunshine ? She scarcely thought. there had, it 
came in so joyously, with such tumultuous joy, after tlie heavy 
rain and the cold, cold blast, and the flooded plains of the pM* 
few mouths. 

She had passed a busy winter. Well for her that she had, 
though. Some of the pallor of close application to her needle 
was left behind. Not only had innumerable renovations of 
household linen and drapery, of curtains and cushions, and 
furniture to go through her own and her handmaiden's busy 
fingers — the said handmaiden fitting and forming and cutting 
out, and most artistically arranging the whole — but her oWti 
wardrobe had to undergo a thorough transformation. And '^ 
those days that boon to the mistress of a household, the motb^^ 
of a family — -the sewing-machine — was unknown to coloni^ 
regions ; and the work at Aland Creek was therefore no trifle- 
It paled her cheeks, but her mind was kept busy, and her coi^' 
panions when in her company did not allow her many momea^ 
for thought. For, as we have before said, with the delica*^ 
tact peculiar to her sex, Winnie's secret was wormed from he^^ 
and with the revelation went half the pain ! for it is the wor^ 
at the bud that destroys the flower — the hidden sorrow th^^ 
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ankers the soal ; the spoken grief is far less difficult to bear 

han that we cherish in secret and suffer in solitude. 

. As Lizzie Wallace said, Winnie that winter had made the 

iiscoverjof the possession of. many golden gifts, and some of 

them were winning for her golden honours. The affection' 

thrown back upon herself from one quarter, like the graceful 

passion-flower, put forth many beautiful and delicate tendrils, 

clasping and encircling new objects. Winnie Aland was fast 

l)eooining the idol of the household, and exercising strange 

influence over her brothers. How could they help liking her ? 

^at a different home she had made them ; how she studied 

their pleasures and interest I Boy-like, used to bush freedom^ 

Md bush manners, and bush vocabulary, they gave her not a 

Httle trouble to reduce them to something like subordination, 

80 anxious was she that they should not disgrace their father, 

or prove a source of annoyance to their mother on her first 

entrance to her new home. 

It was difficult for them at first to see why they ought to 
wmove their caps on entering the house, or why it was essential 
that those caps should be hung upon certain hooks assigned to 
thena, instead of being thrown on the ground or tossed upon the 
firstchair, or bench, or sofa that stood near. The door-inat was 
another regulation they were continually transgressing, and 
they were very much inclined to vote carpets a bore and floor- 
cloths a nuisance, nice as they looked, since the necessity arose 
of keeping their boots in proper trim. By dint of perseverance, 
and far more by dint of affection and good-natured raillery, she 
managed to bring them into some regular orderly habits — habits of 
cleanliness; and then she felt, however much of bush vocabulary 
still lingered about their language, there were few handsomer 
Ws than her own brothers, with their blue eyes and thick, 
^^^^Ji light hair. She would not be ashamed to introduce 
"^6na to any one. 
Amongst her other discoveries, Winnie had made one very 



166 GOLDEK GIFTS. 

important one — even the golden gift of prayer. She had 
learnt, gradaally learnt, even as a little child lisps out its 
wants and entreaties, to pour into the hosom of her Heavenly 
Father, her wants, her sorrows, and her fears. Beading the 
Word of Life, she had discovered Gilead's Balm, and knew 
now that for her also there existed a Friend, who loveth tt 
all times, in all situations, who is ever willing to receive, ever 
willing to comfort, ever willing to forgive. Something of this 
she told Lizzie when she wrote to her — something of it the 
very character of the letter betrayed ; and Lizzie rejoiced 
even as the angels of G-od rejoice when they see a wanderbg 
lamb brought safely home to the fold. 

" I need not tell you, dearest Winnie," she wrote in reply, 
** how glad lam to hear that you have discovered the worth (rf 
prayer. It is one of the Christian's happy privileges that in«B 
his sorrows, or trials, or sins, he has a Friend to go to, Who 
changeth not, but Who is ever more ready to hear than the 
petitioner to ask — no fear of ever being sent back empty fifon 
a Father's footstool. * Before they call I will answer,' ftte 
words that the daily life of God's children declares to be trtt** 
I am very happy, indeed, to hear that your new mother is • 
lover of prayer. It will be a great comfort to you, dear " 

It was the first intelligence of the kind that had reached 
Winnie, and her heart beat hopefully. Yes — it surely wott^^ 
be a comfort — a great, great, and unexpected pleasure ; ai^^ 
Winnie went about the work of preparation with fresh alacrit^y ' 
following with wondering eyes the dextrous fingers that wet^ 
transforming the whole atmosphere of Aland Grange, %X^^ 
bestowing the last magical touches with miraculous skill. 

And so time stole away, and at last all was completed, at>^ 
the veiy morning of the arrival shone brightly and calmly O^ 
the horizon. It was one of spring's very fairest mornings ; ^^ 
sky was one soft unclouded blue, the breeze playful and balm^ 
and the sunshine genial and pleasant, when Winnie opened h^^ 
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eyes with the recollection of the welcome she was expected 
that day to hestow. The soft rosy light came streaming 
through the white curtains of her hedroom window, revealing 
iherehy a very different room to that in which Winnie Aland 
first sought refage from the companionship of Mrs. Blake. 
The room that had once heen redolent with the perfume of 
onions was now rife with the delicate odour from a cluster of 
Tosesy standing half hidden by the muslin drapery of the curtains 
upon the window-ledge. The little snow-white bed upon 
"which she lay was shadowed by fair floating drapery, and all 
the appointments in the room were of the same simple, though 
delicate character. It was a pretty room, pure and fresh as 
the rosebuds in the window. Winnie could lie and look at her 
litUe neatly-arranged shelves, with their few precious books, 
W workbox, and writing-desk, all carefully arranged upon 
them, the whole protected by a gauzy covering. She could 
look at the flowers as they stood ready to sun themselves in the 
window with the up-drawing of the blind ; and she knew that 
i^lthlB renovation, this luxury to her, was owing to the expected 
•nival of that evening. She did not lie long — there were 
kittle things yet to be done ; some of the pleasantest were the 
^ing of the flower vases and saucers with the choicest of 
spring's gifts. She had learned something of this at the 
*^allaces, and now she resolved that all the fairest wild 
°^^8oms she could find should vie with the few cultured 
^^^ers she ventured to gather from the young but tasteful 
^^den. Seeds and bulbs she had planted early in the winter 
'^^i'e budding and blossoming finely now. Beneath the window 
^P^cially, mignonette and violets vied with each other in dis- 
/**ing perfume, and one or two rose-trees were full of clustering 
^l^-opened buds ; a slender yellow banksia was essaying to 
^^b at the front door, and an adventurous passion-flower had 
*J^^ady shot beyond the porch in its efforts to reach the roof, 
itmie loved her flowers, loved birds, loved all dumb animals 
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still ; and thongh much of her wild, free nature had passed, 
though a mighty change had shaken her girlish nature, thftt 
love yet remained. 

A transformation had indeed passed over both Winnie and 
her father's house. The latter was strangely altered, Winnie 
thought so as she stood in the long room that. had formerly 
been kitchen, dining, sitting room in one, and thought over the 
change. The walls with their smoothly polished grey plaster- 
ing ; the windows brightly gleaming through soft grey damask 
drapery ; the boards concealed beneath pretty floorcloth ; the 
table with its oilcloth covering ; the fireplace, still large, bat 
in perfect order, a pleasant fire gleaming cheerily from the 
midst, but divested of cranes and boilers — these were all ban- 
ished to the kitchen proper, a new erection at a pleasant distance 
from the rest, and yet near enough to be convenient. Winnie 
placed some of her flowers here, some of the choicest of her 
wild lings, in each window, and then turned to another room— 
a cosy little nook, small, and prettily furnished, where muslin 
drapery, and books, and many other little matters, gave it a 
home-like aspect. Her father's desk was here ; here, too, the 
old family Bible, so seldom used hitherto ; and here, also, 
now was placed in token of its mistress, the large work box 
belonging to her new mother. Near these Winnie grouped 
her flowers, violets, and mignonette, fragrant oflering to the 
future presiding queen of the Household ; and as she did so a 
little prayer rested on her lips and in her heart that happiness 
and peace might indeed be the result of the union — that 
might be able to add and not detract from that happiness; 
then she passed on to another large room — a large, plJBasan* 
room, with many windows, gracefully draped. It was richly 
carpeted, and the furniture far handsomer than that in .the other 
rooms : not all her father's furnishing, many of the articles 
were from her mother's old home. But what attracted Winnie 
most was the pretty cottage piano, that stood at one end of the 
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!; was locked, the sweet sounds were not (ludible, but 
st felt them as she laid her hand for a moment upon 
and then graced it with early rose-buds and some of 
lest bulbous beauties. Flowers she put in profusion 
the centre of the large round .table ; amid the books 
)us little articles that adorned it ; on the broad mantle- 
lere their rich colours were reflected back again by the 
and again on the window-ledges. She stood regarding 
at last with half-pleased, half-melancholy eyes, and 
]g whether they would afford the same pleasure to 
rhom all was done. 

w last flowers wei^e disposed upon her mother's toilette- 
more especial offering to herself. After that the day 
lowly onwards, nothing remaining for her to do, 
5 to see that her brothers were neatly dressed, and her 
e perfection ; and then at last, as evening came, she 
' seat at the open window — watching the falling 
the fading sunbeams, and the rosy tints dying out 
a the tops of the trees. The magpie was gurgling her 
t notes of sleepy melody, and the opossums had com- 
their whirr, whirr, amidst the thick branches of the 
1 the insects were buzzing dreamily, as they will after 
lay, when the sound of approaching wheels broke on 
ce. There was instant commotion all over Aland 
•r all were on the qui-vive, and all anxious to bestow 
welcome. As the sound came nearer and nearer, 
stood in the porch, pale and trembling. She 
knew that the horses had suddenly stopped before 
, nor even that her father's first exclamation was her 

aie, my child ! Winnie, where are you ?" he exclaimed, 

p the steps with a lady on his arm. 

e stood forward in the dusk of evening. 

i, father ! " she said almost beneath her breath. She 
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had no time to say more, for soft arms closed her into a kind 
embrace, and loving lips were pressed to hers ; and tibat was 
Winnie Aland's first introduction to her step-mother. 



CHAPTER XXL 

Edith's peiendships. 



Edith Wallace was made much of, and petted, and fondled, 
and coaxed back to health, till the roses came to her cheeks, 
and the full, bright smile to her lips, and the light to her 
eyes ; and Thurza was constrained to exclaim that if as 
an invalid she had thought her pretty, she was certainly ten 
times fairer and prettier, and more engaging now. And it 
was not Thurza alone who thought her so. Old Mr. Kingsley 
began to call her his second daughter ; and Godfrey declared 
if that was the case, he certainly should style himself her 
brother ; and then Mrs. Dunstone quietly added, that if all the 
rest claimed relationship, she should take her for her niece. 
And thus between them they contrived to make her feel very 
happy, and very much at home. There were visitors at the houae 
too, who were not contented with a second glance at Edith, 
and who, once introduced, found there was a singular charm in 
this fair young girl — who did not dance, and whose songs were 
all sacred, and yet whose laugh was so bright and contagious, 
and whose fingers could discourse such delicious music, and 
whose voice was as clear as a bell, and as sweet too. There 
were two pre-eminent in their attentions above the others— 
the one a sheep- farmer from the Murray District, whose bank- 
ing account was extensive, and his person agreeable ; the other 
an Adelaide merchant, equally wealthy, or nearly so ; both 
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esteemed good matcbes, as the world goes ; and yet in Edith's 
estimation there was a wide difference between the two, all the 
difference that lies between " him who serveth Grod and him 
who serveth Him not." Eardly Bray coald count his sheep by 
thousands, and yet he never gave a thought to Him who says 
that ** the cattle on a thousand hills are Mine ! " He never 
thoaght of the hand that showered down blessings upon the 
herbage, and sent living rivulets to refresh, revive, and cheer the 
hearts of man and beast. Gold he loved, and pleasure he loved, 
wd everything lovely and fair ; and very fair he thought 
Edith Wallace, and a happy home he imagined would be his, 
eoald he woo and win her for his own. He believed he had 
^erj chance, for he had learnt that she was portionless as well 
M parentless, and he knew he had many of those requisite 
trftits that are passports in the eyes of the fairer sex. Of a 
gfty, cheerful nature, with a fair, bold face, blue eyes, and 
%ht curly hair, lofty in stature, and of a noble figure, Eardly 
Biaj naturally thought he might go in and conquer, particularly 
when to all these passports was added another — a store of 
golden wealth. But he was mistaken ; his eai*thly passports 
&iled, failed utterly, because ho had no heavenly ones to pro- 
duce. His perishable gold was as nothing while its possessor 
had not the truer wealth of heavenly wisdom ; his earthly 
treasures were poor indeed compared with those treasures in 
Ae heavens that cannot fade away. 

There was an additional claim upon which Eardly Bray 
had founded his hopes. He was Thurza's cousin, and he 
*ugured favourably from that ; at any rate it gave him the 
^vantage of unrestrained admission into the household, and 
^^ last it became a customary thing for him to spend evening 
after evening in their society, either at home, or abroad as an 
escort, and by Edith's side continually ; not indeed by her 
P^nnission, but because she could not help it. 

Martin^ on one of his weekly visits, had an opportunity of 
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quietly observing the attentions that were being lavished on 
his sister. He had heard of Eardly Bray before, and knew 
enough respecting him to make him dread lest Edie's affections 
should become engaged where, however desirable in some 
respects, it would be folly in the extreme to risk her happiness. 
He watched them both, the young sheep-farmer and his sister, 
and thought that Edie was scarcely decided enough in her 
manner — that she might perhaps have found him too fasci- 
nating ; and as he left in the morning, he gently drew her on 
one side, and half-gravely, half-laughingly asked her what she 
thought of Mr. Bray. 

" Of Mr. Bray ? " she replied, the quick blood mounting into 
her cheeks, more at his looks than his words. " He is very ■ 
pleasant ; but really, Martin, as you mean, I suppose, I think 
nothing of him.*' 

"I'm glad to hear it, Edie," he returned gravely; "ve^ 
glad, for he is not a Christian ; and even setting this aside, he 
is by no means one with whom I should like my sister to marryi 
notwithstanding all his wealth.*' 

" He has never asked me," said Edith archly. 

" No, but he may ; I think he will. If he does, do not 
wreck your future happiness, however specious he may be.' 

** There is nothing to fear, Martin," said Edith earnestly,** 
she gave him her farewell kiss ; for her affections were not 
enlisted, and in reality Eardly Bray had not the slightest 
chance. 

He thought he had, however, and sought the opportunity 
which she was slow to give him. It came at last. On® 
evening when Mr. Kingsley and Gddfrey were out, and V^ 
Dunstono retired early with a cold, Thurza was suddenly callod 
out of the room, and laughingly requested her cousin to enter- 
tain Miss Wallace for half an hour, in her absence. It was 
the very thing of all others he wanted, and he inwardly blessed 
Thuraa for her happy thought The silence at first ^ 
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inons. Edith grew nervous and fidgety, and still more so 
en he came and stood hj her side, watching the passes to . 
I fro her pencil was making on the shadj side of an old 
dge. Now it had come to this point he almost lacked the 
irage ; not long, however. Words at last came pretty 
icklj, and hefore she had breathing- time Edith was possessed 
ill his hopes and fears. It was not pleasant, it was abso- 
ely painful to her, to have to crush those hopes — to tell him 
) had no return to give him ; but she did it, simply and 
Ij, giving her chief reasons for the refusal. He would not 
ten to her. 

'*It was nonsense," he said — " absolutely nonsense ; " for of 
other things, though no Christian himself, he should like a 
ristian wife. •She might just be as strict a little Puritan as 
) liked, he should love her all the better. 
"No," said Edith, deepening the shade of her old bridge, 
i colouring painfully — " No ; you would not. There are 
•07 things you would wish me to do that I could not Be- 
es, husbands and wives should think alike — should never 
^e separate interests. It would be anything but this with 
No, Mr. Bray," she added, rising and pushing back her 
lir, " I thank you for your preference, but believe me we 
lid never be happy together." 

^ And this is your final decision ? " he asked, in proud indig- 
ion. 

* It cannot be otherwise." 

Se stood aside to allow her to pass. Half an hour after 

urza found him alone in the room turning over the leaves of 

album. 

*Thurza," he exclaimed, '* I just remained to bid you good- 

5. I am going back to the station to-morrow." 

* To-morrow I Nonsense, Eardly." 

*A fact^ coz — a fact. Adelaide air don*t agree with me. 
^ better fitted for the busL" 
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** Oh, Edie, dear," whispered Thurza, with a close kiss, as 
she leant down by her pillow that night, " I wish you conld 
have liked poor Eardly. But you couldn't, I suppose ; and I 
don't know, after al), whether he's good enough for you." 

Perhaps because he read her character, and saw that she had 
truly decided against him, perhaps that he was too proud for a 
second asking, he kept his word, and, without even a farewell^ 
took his departure early on the morrow. 

A very different character was Lindly Duncan, different io 
appearance, in country, and character. They had not one 
point of unison even ; and perhaps that was all the better. 
He was not so tall as Eardly, and yet sufficiently so, just above 
the middle height, and with a less fair complexion, but a 
pleasant, manly countenance, that gave one the impression of 
whole-heartedness. Lindly Duncan was in facta whole-souW 
man, firm and staunch in his opinions, as most of his countrj' 
men are, and yet without that asceticism that so many of Ms 
countrymen imbibe. He was not, like Eardly, attracted first 
by Edith's fair countenance, nor even by her lively, joyous 
nature. It was a point in dispute — a point in which her 
principles were assailed, to which she adhered in spite of an 
avalanche of ridicule that descended upon her devoted head, 
that first convinced him they held something in common. He 
came forth immediately to her rescue, and succeeded in triumph' 
antly gaining the day. Edith could not avoid being grateful to 
him for his championship, could not help admiring the firm, decided 
tones of his voice, could not help being pleased at finding one who 
thought and felt as she did on sacred subjects in the midst of 
such adverse society. Unwittingly, Lindly Duncan had taken 
the shortest road to win esteem by ensuring her gratitude. He 
had no such intention at first, no such idea ever crossed his 
mind. But once attracted towards her and the magnetism was 
completed, and insensibly he made the discovery that her 
company was delightful, her mind was cultivated, and that her 
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rhole soul was imbued with the sentiments which she had so 
teadfastlj maintained. He, too, became a frequent visitor at 
it. Kingslej's house. He had ever been a welcome guest, 
or Mr. Kingsley esteemed his friendship and admired his 
haracter. Though he told him he was too tight-laced and 
bominably too strict for the silver- slipper dispensation of the 
•resent day, he was quite willing to admit him to his house 
nany pretext, and he was not long in discovering that there 
'as some attractive force that was not Thurza's, though so 
ighly did he esteem the young man that he would not have 
enied him his only daughter. 

** I hope you will not send any more of my friends away,'* 
le said quizzingly, placing his hands on her shoulder and 
K)king laughingly into her blushing face, one evening just 
fter the hall door had closed upon Mr. Duncan, and they 
W a moment round the fire previous to retiring for the 
ight. 

**I shall have to run away myself, sir," said Edith, trying 
I escape from her position in vain. " I had a letter from 
ame to-day ; my sister wants me to return ; and, if you will 
low it, we very much want Thurza to return with me." 
"Of dburse papa will allow it when I wish it so much," 
udaimed Thurza, springing up suddenly and confronting 
lern. 

^ And meanwhile what am I to do, losing both my daughters?" 
Qd he raised his eyebrows in mock tribulation. 
** You will get one of them back again at any rate, if you are 
>od," replied the laughing girl, merrily, as she gave him a 
>od-night kiss, and ran off with Edith to bed. 
" Had you any idea what papa meant when he made that 
Id remark to you ? " she asked mischievously, as they entered 
« roonu " I think I have. Poor Eardly, he hadn't half a 
^ce beside Lindly Duncan ; that's easy to see." 
" Everything was beautiful and inviting now," Lizzie wrote : 
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"Edith had better return, and bring Thurza Kingsley withher. 
The garden was at perfection ; there could not be a lovelier 
time." 

And so when Martin came next time with his c&rt, newly 
painted for the occasion and comfortably cushioned, he found 
Edie and her friend quite ready and willing to accompany him. 
A little regret there might possibly be on Edith's partia 
leaving some things behind ; but if so, she scrupulously took 
care that it should not appear ; and they drove off in tbe 
pleasant wa.rmth of a spring afternoon sun, with a full zest for 
the beauty of landscape that fell to their share on the homeward 
journey. Thurza had been a short distance up the road— two 
or three miles, not more — but she was eagerly anxious to get 
further acquaintance with the hills, and her exclamations of 
delight were many as they passed along ; deep ravines and 
hill-sides clothed to the top with verdure meeting her eye on 
either side. 

" If you were not a thoroughly careful driver, Martin, Pm 
sure we might have reason enough to feai'," said Edith. "I^ 
it not a terrible road, dear Thurza ? enough to shake one out 
of all propriety." 

" I'm not afraid," said Thurza joyously. " It will do us 
good to be shaken once in a way. For my part, I am wanting 
to get out and gather flowers every minute, they look so lovely 
and tempting. I don't know how your brother can pass them. 

" Home and tea are paramount just now. Miss Thurza, 
smiled Martin. " I am anxious to do credit to your opinion 
of me as a driver," And he whipped on his flagging steed tc 
a good round trot, which left his passengers little liberty fo^ 
anything else but the task of holding on, which they did mosi 
strenuously. 

The shadows of evening were beginning to fall rapidly wbei 
they re-entered the precincts of the " Wren's Nest," and drov( 
along the road by the side of the garden. Thurza could no 
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Ungnish much ; it was verj tantalizing, she said, when she 
liad come so far to see. But the perfume of the flowers reached 
br when the cart stopped and Martin lifted her and his sister 
out; and at the same time the door of the house opened, and 
Lizzie and Hany came eagerly forward to welcome them, a 
itream of light following in their wake, revealing their little 
embowered, cosy home. 

" Oh, Edie," said Thurza reproachfully, " you never told 
me what a pretty place you had I " 

" Could not tell you would think so," said Edith laughingly, 
wd drawing her into the house, where a cheerful fire to ward 
offthe chill of the evening (for evenings were often cold yet) 
was brightly burning, and tea very nicely prepared, only await- 
ing their arrival. 

Thurza was delighted with everything ; everything was 
cbanning, exquisite. Ah, if Aunt Dunstone could only see 
it! and she had such a horror' of bush houses, such strange 
about them. But this, why, it was a little Para- 
! " 

Edith laughed at her enthusiasm, but was glad too — glad 
that her pretty home was appreciated ; for a very pretty home 
it certainly was. She was very glad to see the improvements 
that had been made ; she had no idea they had done so much, 
er made it half so nice. " How industrious they have all 
heen I " she thought ; ** and here I have been so idle all these 
months, taking out plenty, but adding nothing to the treasury. 
It will never do ; I will not be the only drone in the hive." 

" We are very glad to have you back, Edie," said Harry, as 
he Imgered behind a moment that night. '' I know I am for 
<^iie. I have often wanted to talk with you and consult with 
joxii I am getting on first-rate with engrossing, and I like it; 
but you know that I aspire to being a regular lawyer. I am 
^t satisfied with mere money-getting." 

" All in good time, dear Harry, all in good time ; that will 
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come, neTer fear. Yon shall teach me to engross, I want to 
learn, and then I can help yon ; I shall like it. It will all go 
to the law fond, yon know — all hasten forward your purpose.' 
It seemed almost strange again, their neat little room with 
its white heds and qaiet fomiture, all saTOuring of bash 
economy ; but all was clean and fragrant. The pillows were 
snowy white and balmy, and though the rooms were low to 
those she had lately been accustomed to, there was no lack of air 
to enervate. Thurza's eyes closed in happy contentment, with 
a sigh of pleasure even as her head met the pillow ; but Edith 
was longer wooing sleep. There were some new thoughts 
awakened that kept her restless and uneasy ; and Lizzie more 
than once asked, with some degree of anxiety, '^ Not asleep jety 
Edie ? '' 



CHAPTER XXII. 

THE VISIT TO THE " WHEN's NEST." 

Thurza Kingslet felt something like Edith did on her first 
acquaintance with the " Wren's Nest " in its primitive coa* 
dition, when she woke in the morning and, turning aside the 
white curtains from the bright little window, peeped out into 
fairy-land ; veritable fairy- land it seemed to her, for not evea 
at Glen Osmond was there anything like the stretch of scenery 
that lay before her vision in all the loveliness and verdure of 
a spring morning. Flowers I — had she ever seen such a collee- 
tion before in her life ! a perfect mosaic of colours, warm ani 
rich and glowing, melting into the dark green of the foliage 
around ; beyond, those magnificent hills, all crowned with 
flowery garlands, softly dinted into hollows, and swelling into 
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^el?et)r nndulations ; and those deep, dark ravines, shadowy 
nd mjsterioas-looking. Why, there was romance in the 
fhole ; and Thurza straightway hegan to fall into dream-land 
Ad picture herself the heroine of romance, till a touch at her 
lionlder and a kiss on her cheek brought her back to earth 
nd the little neat and white but unromantic room of which 
he was at present a tenant, and Edith's voice playfully ex- 
Wmed, — 

"Perfectly entranced; is that it? If it is, dear, I wish 
ou could manage to keep your eye constantly out of doors, 
W I fear you will find nothing entrancing within." 

"I shall find you," returned Thurza mischievously; "and 
ou are entrancing enough — at any rate to some eyes. But, 
'dith, the half has not been told me ; why, the place is per- 
sctly lovely." 

" We think so," said Edith. " I am glad you like it too." 

"Like it ! " shouted Thurza, beginning the task of dressing 
"ith alacrity. " Lik6 it ! that is too tame a word. And your 
Mother's flowers ! — oh, my dear Edie, I shall never look at my 
owers again after this ; never say I have a garden." 

" It is Martin's pet hobby, you know," said Lizzie, smiling ; 
he throws his whole soul into his flowers. But you have 
ot seen half of them, nor a quarter of our domain ; though 
lartin must perfoim his own part as host, and make you 
Bquainted with the beauties of our little 'Wren's Nest' 
imaelf." 

" It is the prettiest little summer-bower in the world ! " ex- 
^inoed Thurza enthusiastically, as a short time after she 
alked into the sitting-room, where the breakfast- table, 
^Tanged with as snowy a cloth and as tasteful a service as 
lat at Glen Osmond, was already decorated with a few dewy, 
agrant blossoms from Martin's hand. 

It certainly did resemble a bower, for roses brushed their 
agrant leaves against the window, and a trailing honeysuckle 

N 2 
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peeped in at the door ; and the little unpretending vc 
was a mass of twining, clinging petals — from the banks 
with its delicate yellow doable blossoms, to the mag 
scarlet passion-flower and trumpet-creeper. The a 
swept in at the open door was nearly intoxicating, so r 
it with concentrated perfume. 

" It has stood the wintry blast very well, Miss Kii 
said Martin, coming forward with a smile, and shaking 
*' We have been very snog up here all winter ; have ^ 
Lizzie ? With good fires and closed doors, the storD 
left us unscathed." 

" And you were not afraid ? *' said Thurza, looking 
her, and mentally taking the measurement of the 
** You never feared that some blast might become too 
or powerful, and that your little ' Wren's Nest ' migh 
by morning among the things which were ? " 

" Never ! No ; I believe our position is pretty 
We are sheltered from some of the worst winds ; the ti 
the rocks are a protection. I thought of all that befor 
and I dug out the foundations." 

" You and your brother ! Mr. Wallace, you are 
joking/' said Thurza, in utter amazement; " you do n 
to say that you built this house ! " 

'' I do indeed," said Martin, in comical amusement 
—do not look so doubtfully at the walls, Miss Kingsl 
shall feel hurt. They have weathered two winters 
assuit) you they are perfectly sound." 

" It is beyond conception," said Thurza, in astoni 
'* Well, after this I shall think there is nothing you cao 

** You will be mistaken there ; my powers all lie in 
compass enough," laughed Martin. " You have just h: 
to fall upon some of the things for which I have a fane 

**For example, the platform and the carpenter's 
said Thurza, ^ The chinmey, I presume, you did n 
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struct ; though why I should presume so, I am sure I don't 
know." 

"It is not safe always to presume/' replied* Martin, 
"certainly not in this case." 

'' A uniyersal genius ! nothing apparently coming amiss ! " 

And Thurza elevated hands and eyes in affected astonish- 
ment 

" The flowers are more to your taste, Miss Kingsley ; I 
think I can gratify you there, if you will allow me. We have 
a choice display this season." And he led the way into the 
garden, where she was nothing loth to follow, leaving Lizzie 
and Edith on hospitable thoughts intent within. 

Martin had it all his own way now. Thurza was his sole 
listener, and a most intent and delighted listener too, ready 
and willing to learn all he would tell her about the culture of. 
his favourite blossoms. She scarcely knew what to admire 
most amidst such a multitude of glowing beauties : ranunculus 
ui every changing hue, tulips in glorious beauty, ixias and 
spraxius in endless variety dazzled her senses, while a multitude 
of bewildering sweets rendered the air almost heavy with their 
^"agrance ; and amidst all these were little rocky elevations, 
crowned with rocky baskets, heaped and overflowing with 
^tious creepers and other depending plants, amongst which 
*he native scarlet runner was conspicuous in fresh and culti- 
^ted beauty ; arbours, too, rendered beautiful by their 
®Dttbowering shrubs, their dark glossy green embossed with 
''OSes ; pleasant sheltered walks for summer's noontide, still 
formed of clustering, clinging tendrils, evergreen and balmy. 
•^0 Thurza it was a miracle of a garden, and she paused at 
length by the picturesque little foot-bridge spanning the creek, 
ooneath the shelter of a huge green tree, and sat herself down 
^^ a rustic seat, formed of entwined branches, to rest and 
•dmire and gather breath. 

** After all this, Mr. Wallace," she said, in a subdued tone, 
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^' I shall neyer doubt your great passion for flowers. I thLms 
it even exceeds passiou," she added thoughtfully ; '' to m^ j 
appears worship." 

"I hope not, Miss Thurza," replied Martin gravely; **j 
should be sorry indeed if I thought my love for flowers , or for 
any earthly object, should reach that pitch." 

'^ Of course," said Thurza, colouriug, and looking down at a 
perfect specimen of heartsease she held in her hand — '*of 
course I do not mean idolatry." 

" And yet anything for which we possess an overweening 
love — anything which we place in our hearts before the Lord 
God, we certainly do idolize ; and are, therefore, guilty of 
idolatry in so doiDg." 

" In that case," said Thurza, looking up rather defiastlj, 
" most people are idolaters, valuing all pleasant thiugs before 
God." 

" That there is too much idolatry in the world there is not 
a doubt, Miss Thurza," said Martin, leaning his arms over the 
side of the bridge, and looking down at his sisters' guest as he 
spoke. " But should it be so ? Is it right ? Should the gifts 
be esteemed above the Giver ? And ought not that Idj unction 
of the Apostle's to be in perpetual remembrance— ' Little 
children, keep yourselves from idols ' ? " 

"The iDJunction shows the tendency, at any rate," said 
Thurza half-saucily, as she again ventured a glance at her 
mentor. "But I cannot tell," she added, "how it can be 
helped ; one is so prone to cling to and love the things we see, 
so prone to idolize the beautiful at hand — the tangible." 

" I know," said Martin sadly ; " it is natural too, no doubt 
But what do you think of such words as these. Miss Thurza ? 
— * Whom having not seen, ye love ; in whom, though now 
ye see Him not, yet believing, ye rejoice with joy unspeakable 
and full of glory ! ' Is there nothing tangible there ? Can 
jon not comprehend the unspeakable joy for this dear unseen 
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object ? And can anything, however beautiful, be placed in 
comparison witli the Apostle's unseen realities ? " 

There was a pause of a few moments. Thurza sat looking 

down at her flowers, stroking the velvety leaves, and uncon- 

sdoasly aiding their decay. Something of the mysterious 

beauty of those words had deeply touched her, though their 

fall glory she could not comprehend. She did not look up 

when she again spoke, for tears were glistening in her eyes 

that she did not care to betray ; she shook them off, indeed, 

u foolish evidences of too much feeling, exclaiming in lower 

tones, '* Has not all that passed away with Bible times, Mr. 

Wallace ? People do not feel so in these modern times, do 

they ? " 

** I hope and trust and believe they do," said Martin ear- 
i^estly, and with a beautiful smile of perfect faith lingering on 
^U lips. " I think the Apostle's ' now ' fully applies even to 
oor present time, Miss Thurza ; that there are many that 
can utter the same exclamation, * Whom having not seen, 
^e love ! " and can fully rejoice in their unseen Saviour." 

" You can, I believe, and your sisters," said Thurza, looking 
at the glowing face before her, and recognizing '^ the mark upon 
the forehead," which she felt was wanting in her. 

^^Is it not worth possessing ? " he asked, leaving his place 
*t the bridge and approaching her side. 

^^ Worth possessing, but not easily obtained," replied Thurza, 
^ing from her seat with a half-careless sigh. 

^* Obtainable to all that desire ; all that ask receive," said 
Martin earnestly. 

She turned from him with a light warble of song, and began 
examining some dainty bluebells that waved to and fro, fairy- 
*ike, with the gentle morning breeze. When she next spoke 
U Was in warm admiration of their delicate blossoms ; and from 
them she wandered on to other garlands of sweets, till they 
OQce more reached the breakfast-table. Martin had no chance 
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to say another word ; perhaps he did not try. He had sown 
some seed that morning in his garden ; the rain, the dew, and 
the fruitful season anon ! 

Thurza Kingsley had full scope for all the wildness of hw 
nature at the " Wren's Nest," not only that morning, but for 
many long days after- Everything was new and fresh to 
The cows were soon prime favourites, and hunting 
amongst the wild rocks and bushes her special delight Martin 
superintended her first lesson on horseback ; a very interesting 
lesson indeed to both it proved, no doubt, though neither of 
them were sufficiently advanced in sentiment to acknowledge 
the fact ; even to themselves alone just the whisper — the merest 
whisper it was — deep in their heart was all that transpired. 
None the less pleasant was it for that. After that came the 
rides — gay, merry canters in company ; for William Aland was 
not long in finding out that the " Wren's Nest " was again 
satisfactorily inhabited, and in tendering his former offer of 
horses ; this time they were thankfully accepted, and he had 
the pleasure accorded him in return of many times joining the 
party in their morning or evening rides : not an unmixed 
pleasure for him unhappily, for he was not slow in discovering 
that he had gained nothing by Edith's long absence — that 
hope was for him still further than ever from fruition. 

"How lovely she looks, and how very affectionate to every 
one but me ! " he exclaimed to himself, as dejectedly he led his 
horses home after one of these riding excursions, mentally 
resolving to lend them no more. " Poor Winnie ! she would 
not have turned so coldly from me — she could appreciate her 
cousin, and yet how shamefully I treated the poor child!" 
But he forgot his resolve when the time came round, and was 
as ready as ever with his horses and attendance, though not 
even a smile further was he for all his troubla Edith did 
not accept his attentions to herself; she sedulously refused 
the carefully groomed horses, with their stylish bridles, and 
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dbg to her own little ropgher pony, from which she was 
termined nothing should separate her ; above all, she care- 
lly contrived that there should be no tete-a-tete in their rides, 
> accident even for a moment should separate her from the 
St of the company ; and as in despair William Aland followed 
e skirt of her habit, hoping in vain for the fortunate accident 
at never happened, he began to think that indeed his was 
hoping against hope " — that he was only further than ever 
om anything favourable. 

" How very assiduously Mr. Aland attends the footsteps of 
rar horse," said Thurza one day, with a mischievous laugh. 
I never saw a more devoted chevalier ; he has positively 
^es and attention for no one else ; though I must say, my 
Jar Edith, you treat him very shamefully." 
"How shamefully ?" said Edith, colouring with vexation. 
"With absolute neglect, then," laughed Thurza; ''worse 
^en than you treated poor Eardly." 

" I am sorry to be obliged to treat any one rudely," replied 
dith gravely ; " but there are cases in which one is absolutely 
impelled. I only wish that my manner was sufficient, as it 
lould be. It spoils the comfort of my home, and he ought 
' know and to see it." 

"Love is proverbially blind," laughed Thurza ; " it's a pity, 
»t a fact However, my dearest Edie, don't give the swain 
flat dismissal before I leave, for what should we do without 
Jrses ? And I am sure he makes himself very kind and good- 
^^red ; and it really is good of him taking so much trouble 
I himself." 

" Oh, I am sure Martin would continue to get horses for 
>u at any rate, under any circumstances ; but I have nothing 
' do with the borrowing, and it would be folly in me to 
terfere." 

So Thurza thought — so she pretended to think, at any rate, 
>r those rides were splendid, and worth any sacrifice. The 
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balmj spring days that followed her sojourn at the '^ Wren's 
Nest " were enchanting in their beauty ; and the pale cheeks 
her papa told her she had gathered in the hot-house with her 
flowers, were now fast changing for the roses of bloomiDg 
health. However terrible the ruts and hollows of the road 
were to wheeled conveyances, the four hoofs of their steeds 
made nothing of it. William Aland was an excellent guide 
in the matter of country roads and lovely sites. He knew 
every spot that was worthy a visit. They never feared to be 
lost in the bush, or even to pass a night among the opossums, 
with nothing but " ground nuts " for their provender, while 
he was in their company ; and though each time he went he 
inwardly determined should be the very last, he found it ini' 
possible to rend himself away from the fascinating compan/i 
though he felt it would end in utter vanity and desolation. 

New experience to Thurza Kingsley was all that was done 
in and around the " Wren's Nest." She entered into the daily 
employments of the sisters with a zest she had never expe- 
rienced for any of her light duties at home, learning a great 
deal in a very little time. Proud enough was she when at 
last on the same table she was permitted to produce a loaf 
and butter of her own making — prouder far than she had ever 
felt of any of the elaborate pieces of embroidery she had 
wrought with so many months of pains-taking and care* 
Martin fairly laughed at the coquettish air with which she 
invited him to partake of a fare of her providing. 

" My sisters are making you a thorough mistress of the dairy 
as well as of the^owrs,*' he exclaimed brightly, as he partook 
of her white loaf and yellow butter with evident pleasure. "* 
do not know what your papa will say to the new tkcaomjH^" 
ments of his daughter." 

*' He will be delighted that there is any one useful thin^ 
she can do," said Thurza, tossing her head with its wealth oi 
black curls, and laughing gaily. " It is one of papa's theories 
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fon know, Mr. MartiDy that women are of very little service 
n this work-a-dajr world ; that, in fact, they can do nothing. 
9e would not say so if he could only see your sisters in 
nrorking order," she added archly. 

"Or his own daughter either," replied Martin quietly. 
* The very flowers, so delicate and fragile as they are, have 
iheir mission to perform, he added significantly, as he rose up 
md went out. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

NEW INFLUENCES. 



Wh^t a new life was that bush life to little Ada Grey ! She 
hA come from the heart of Adelaide, with its comparative 
bustle and business and stir, to the quiet woods, the whispering 
trees, the murmuring creeks ; and it was a perfect fairy tale to 
W, a fairy tale of which she herself was the happy heroine. 
It was the very season of delight for the country ; fresh joys 
*e6iD to awaken every hour ; and the bright eye, the light 
dancing footstep of the child, the merry ringing laugh, brought 
sunshine with it, and under its influence quickly vanished away 
^ the stiffness and restraint of the flrst installation of Aland 
Creek's new mistress. 

Twenty times a day Ada would burst into the room where 
*^er manuna was sitting with some newly acquired treasure to 
"^play, some freshly discovered joy to relate : now it was 
^ild flowers, pulled in prodigal profusion, buds and blossoms 
w every hue and form — gifts of nature such as had never fallen 
^ W lot to cull before ; in the fold of her dress was tenderly 
.Jostled a young opossum, soft and furry, with its bushy tail 
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and bright amber eyes. The chickens, the pigs, the cows, the 
dairy, the little lambs, were all one unceasing source of delight 
It was holiday time to the child, and a joyous holiday she made 
of it 

Winnie had soon won the love of her little sister, and soon 
loved her with all her heart. That love gained her the aflfec* 
tion of her step-mother, and Aland Creek became daily moie 
happy and home-like, and old painful memories less distinct. 
Mrs. Aland fell unconsciously into her new position, and quietly 
won her way into the hearts of her new relatives. She had 
much to learn, for country life was new to her, and she knew 
literally nothing of the many kinds of bush lore in which Winnie 
had been well instructed even ^om infancy. It was a liappj 
thing perhaps that it was so, for it inspired mutual confidence; 
and Winnie, having something to impart, was far more ready to 
learn. It may be that Mrs. Aland foresaw this possibility, and 
affected rather more ignorance on various subjects in which 
Winnie was conversant than was really necessary. It had at 
any rate the desired effect, and before the second day Winnie 
found herself talking and laughing with perfect ease and free- 
dom, and at night when they parted Mrs. Aland's efforts were 
rewarded by the low-spoken " Good night, mamma," that accom- 
panied her farewell kiss. 

After that farewell, so warmly returned, Winnie stood at the 
window of her little room, gazing out into the soft moonlight, 
and thought. It was a lovely night, and the moonbeams fel* 
tranquilly among the foliage of the trees — lay like a calm, swee* 
balm over the grass, and threw strange and weird and beautiful 
shadows everywhere. Winnie's window overlooked her little 
garden, where flowers were sending forth a rich perfume bathec^ 
as they were in night dew. She opened her window andsatdowi*^ 
still looking out upon the night, with its shadowy and mellov^ 
radiance. Of what was she thinking ? She was thinking <^* 
the past — of Aland Creek in its old state of wretchedness, aa^ 
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Aland Creek in its present state of purity and order ; of her 
;her in the olden times, with his torn coat, and dirtj hat and 
led boots, and the contrast he now presented, so gentlemanly 
dignified, and so happj. Yes ; she conld but love her new 
»ther, for a happy home she was making for him and for 
3m all. 

More than all came the remembrance of a few quiet words 
len she had been for a few moments alone with her mother 
it day ; words that told where the chief hope for future 
ppiness was centred ; words that gently sought to probe the 
cesses of Winnie's heart. 

*' Have you found the chief good, Winnie ? " she had asked. 
Like Mary, have you indeed chosen the better part ? Is 
ma your Friend ? " 

And Winnie had timidly answered, "she did not know ; she 
3ped, but could not tell." It was all that passed between 
lem, for just then her father had entered, and the conversation 
)ok another course ; but now as Winnie sat alone, the memory 
ttne back of those gentle probing words, and of her own 
nawer. 

Could she not tell, indeed ? Alas ! no, she could not. She 
)ped, she wished, she desired to have a friend in Jesus, but 
►uld not tell. What must she do ? Her heart seemed hard 
id cold, and yet she felt she would have given anything to 
•ve Lizzie Wallace's faith and trust. What could she do to 
^n the love of Jesus — oh, what could she do ? and what was 
B better part that Mary chose ; the chief good of which her 
^ther spoke? She was like a child groping in the dark after 
B beauty of holiness ; and tears came flowing with the thought 

lier inability to do anything to please a holy and righteous 
^d. Bowing her face in her hands, she turned her back 
►en the moonlight scenery without, and wept bitterly. 

Rising at length, and closing her window, she knelt and 
^ed as usual to pray ; a few stammering, earnest words they 
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were. Doubtless the angels heard and were glad : for angels 
rejoice when the incense of prayer ascends, and the Spirit of 
Evil trembles at the sound of praying breath. 

"I shall learn more," thought Winnie, with a little glad 
remembrance, as she rested her head upon the pillow ; " mamma 
knows and loves the Saviour — she will show me how to love 
Him too." 

The next two or three weeks were busy weeks of prepara* 
tion, in which needles flew quickly, for Winnie's two brothers 
were really going to school in Adelaide, according to their own 
eager desire. They needed it, poor boys. Ernest was a tall 
youth of fifteen, and Allen only two or three years younger; 
and the amount of education they had either of them receiyed 
extended to nothing more than very indifferent reading, and 
still more execrable writing; while as to their orthography 
and arithmetic, it was very bush indeed. They were old enongh 
now to feel this ; and, conscious of their father's wealth and 
their own future position, it was but natural, and certainly 
praiseworthy, that they should desire a little more knowledge 
to fit them for that future. 

"You know, Winnie," said Ernest, the night before they left 
home, " I guess I shan't much like the confinement — perhaps 
not the study over much : and when chaps are as big as me, ifs 
rather lowering to be put in a class with little fellows of a span 
high: but there's no help for it I want to know more; and 
I don't know half as much as you, and I dare say you'll learn a 
heap more from mother, for I must say she's a brick, and I, fo^ 
one, am glad father thought of her." 

** It's a good thing for all of us, Ernie ; and I am very glad 
that you are going to school. I am sure Miss Wallace thinks 
education a * golden gift,* and I begin to think so too now, 
though I did think little of it at one tima I know I mean to 
learn all I can — all that mamma will teach me." 

" Will she teach you to play ? Oh, Winnie, I hope she will I 



NEW INFLUENCES. 191 

onldn't I be proud to see mj sister at the piano — I just 
Dald ! " 

'' You will, then, some day : I am going to learn. Mamma 
oka mj forehead is musical, and she likes my voice. I shall 
gin almost immediately." 

" Ain't I glad," said Ernest. " That's right, my girl I say, 
innie, what an altered girl you are ! Usen't you to be wild 
ce ! Do you remember that time when William Aland came 
re, and you rushed out to meet him standing with bare feet 
the back of Arab ? " 

A quick flush came into Winnie's cheeks, almost bringing 
3 tears with it. '' I don't like to think of that time, Ernie," 
3 said presently, with quickened breath. 
"Don't you ! Ah, but you're so different now, Winnie, 
it, I say, have you and William quarrelled ? He never 
mes here now." 

" Not much, " said Winnie hurriedly ; " we are not very 
•od friends." 

"I thought there was something up, and I mean to tell him 
when I see him." 

" No — don't," said Winnie earnestly ; " don't, dear Ernest : 
8 no matter — not the least : we are only cousins." 
" Only cousins," thought Ernest, as he turned away. " Well, 
I suppose ; but perhaps there might have been something 
)re. If I don't ask William myself when I go to Aland 
unge, my name is not Ernest." The quick wit of the boy 
^covered that something was wrong; and that the wrong was 
William's side he felt sure, sure from that burning flush 
^t rose to his sister's cheek ; sure by those tears that came to 
r eye just for a moment : he saw them, though she turned 
^y 80 quickly to hide them, and he was determined to And 
^t the cause sooner or later. 

** Ah, Ernie," cried Ada, coming into the room the morning 
their departure, where the two brothers and sister were 
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standing in low convereation — " ah, Ernie, I am so sorry you 
and Allen are going. I don't know what I shall do without 
you. There will be no one to teach me to ride, no one to take 
me up the hills, no one to do anything for me." 

" You forget Winnie," laughed Ernest. " She can do ever 
so many things." 

" Yes ; I know," said the child — '^ I know she i8 very 
clever; but," she continued, with a doubtful glance at Winnie, 
" tall young ladies like Winnie don't care much about romping 
and climbing hills, and such things : Adelaide young ladies 
don't." 

** I know nothing at present about Adelaide young ladies, 
said Ernest merrily ; but I know Winnie, Ada, and she's a 
young lady that is not in the least above these things, as you 
will soon find out." 

** Shall I ? " said Ada, with wide-open eyes. " I don't believe 
it a bit. Besides, I heard mamma say she's going to studyi 
and she won't have a bit of time." 

"In that case, little sis," said Ernest, «* I don't believe yon'U 
have time either ; for I don't suppose you've quite finished 
your education : have you ? " 

" Oh, Ernie, you're laughing at me. No ; I don't know 
much: mamma says I must study hard." 

" All the better ; you won't miss us ; and then you know 
there will be the Christmas holidays. Winnie will have taugW 
you to ride by then, and won't we have delightful gallops 
when we come home ! " 

And in the strength of that hope Ada had to wait patiently 
through all the long weeks that followed. She mingled her 
tears with Winnie's as she saw the two brothers drive off on 
their way to the distant metropolis ; and Winnie was not sorry 
to have even this little companionship in her grief; theit 
mutual sympathy drew the sisters closer together, and there 
was no lack of friendship and fellowship after that. To hav( 
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this gaj little one at her side all daj, eagerly anxious after 
the things she nsed to love, almost renewed her own old wild- 
ness. True, the past year had sobered her considerably; and 
new ideas, new feelings, new sensations, had taken the place 
of the old : Winnie of the present could no more be the exact 
Wumie of the past ; that was not possible. But Ada found 
she had no young lady with her bent on strict decorum ; and 
she gained wonderfully in her estimation when she found that 
herpower of leaping a creek, or climbing a fence, or riding a 
horse, was equal to her brothers'. 

''Ob, Winnie," she exclaimed enthusiastically, as she watched 
'^th glowing admiration the tall, lithe figure so easily yielding 
to the motions of the pretty pony she mounted, without saddle, 
^d with only a rope by way of bridle — watched her as she 
^nusefnlly rode backwards and forwards, performing some of 
the feats of horsemanship that had gained the Winnie of old 
8nch a name ; " Oh, Winnie, I did not know that you could 
^ide like that. Now, you will teach me ; won't you ? " 

** Not exactly in the same style, Ada, dear," laughed Winnie, 
*'ghtly springing from the pony's back, and releasing the rope 
from its neck, once more giving the pretty creature its liberty. 
* I don't think mamma would quite approve of such riding," 
^he continued, laughing, and walking slowly back to the fence 
they were about crossing. " You must remember, my dear, 
that I have been a bush girl from a baby, never lived out of 
It more than two or three years in my life. I lost my own 
iiother, Ada, so long ago, that I scarcely remember her at all, 
^Qd I have had nobody to tell me right from wrong till this 
ast three years." 

Ada laid her cheek against the hand she was holding, and 
ooked sorrowfully up into the overcast face. 

" You will have my mamma now," she softly whispered. 

" Yes, dear, I know ; and I should not like to grieve her by 
caching you anything she will disapprove. It was not quite 

o 
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right of me to show 70a that I can ride in that way ; though 
it has been a very lucky thing before this that I coald do 80.'' 

" How, Winnie ; tell me how? " 

'' I will, if you will promise me never to ride in the SUM 
manner f for, in the first place, it is unlady-like, and, intlM 
second, very dangerous to those who have not learnt it verf 
young indeed*" 

" Oh, I shall never try; I could not ; I should be mnchtoo 
frightened. But do tell me why it was lucky that you conU 
ride so, and all about it, there's a good Winnie.*' 

^ Four years ago, Ada, I believe I was such a wild, hanuD* 
scarum sort of a girl that I was very much more like a bof)* 
commenced Winnie, walking slowly forward, and looking ib- 
tently at the bunch of wild flowers she was holding, as flbl 
spoke. " Nothing came amiss but indoor work, and of tfait 
very little was required of me. All day long I was oat wiA 
my brothers, or the men, or my father. He taught me a Uttli 
in the evening ; and I learnt to handle my needle ; rm BOit 
I don'^t know how — it was only a little. You never saw roch 
a woman as father had for a housekeeper ; such a misenUf 
untidy, dirty creature ; such a bad woman, too ; and yet dM 
had been here so long that I suppose he just kept her on.*' 

** And did you only have this woman to take care of yon ?" 
asked Ada in surprise. 

" Yep, indeed — this horrible creature. No wonder I k«p* 
away from her as much as I could, and learnt so many wiU 
ways." 

*^ I wonder you could be good at all; I don't believe IbIiooU 
have been. But the story, Winnie; are we coming to that?** 

"Yes," said Winnie, smiling; " not much of a story either, 
dear, but we are coming to it. It was my birthday; I wtf 
just thirteen. I remember that my father told me when we 
were sitting at breakfast, and said that I was getting so tiU 
that I should soon be a woman, and it grieved him that I wti 
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10 wild and ignorant He was very fond of me, Ada, and so 
was I of him; he was. father and mother to me, dear — ^and I 
thought all the world of him. ' I shall go out with jou to-daj, 
&ther,' I said, as he rose from the table. ' No, Winnie, not 
M&j I Btaj behind and help Mrs. Blake ; it's time yon learnt 
to be handy about the house at any rate, if there's no chance 
of anything else yet' * Oh, let me go with you, father— do,' 
I said; ' I don't want to learn of Mrs. Blake ; she can't teach 
Be.' 'Take your own way, child,' he said, smiling rather 
ttdlj, I thought — so sadly that I presently altered my mind, 
iod said I would stay ; and so I did, loitering about the house 
--m)t helping, for little I could help, or cared to do— till it 
Was past noon, then I got restless and went out Where was 
tty father? I asked one of the men, and he told me the direc- 
tkm he had taken. I don't know how it was, but I felt that 

lie wanted me — ^that I must go and find him out; and once 

pOMessofi of that thought I began to run, faster and faster, till 

proaently I almost flew, so greatly had this sudden uneasiness 

disturbed me." 
" Did you find him ? " asked Ada, turning her excited face 

upwards to Winnie's. " Oh, Winnie, did you find him ? " 
''Yes, Ada, darling ; I did find him, and near the spot I was 

^dd he would be. But, oh I " and Winnie covered her eyes 

^d shuddered, '' I shall never forget that sight. Dear, dear 

&ther, I thought he was gone for ever ! " 
"Where was he, Winnie? Where did you find him?" 
^'On the ground, insensible, Ada, bleeding from a wound in 

^is head. He had been breaking-in a colt, and must have been 

ttirown. I shall never, never forget it ! " 
"And what did you do ? " exclaimed Ada, the tears spring- 

Hg to her eyes. 
^ I scarcely knew what. I believe I untied his handker- 

iuef and bound up the wound in his head. They said I did, 

hough I don't remember that. And then I tore off my apron 

o2 
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mad dipped it in the creek mnd iMUlied liis forehead, so thej 
fST ; &nd then, I «a]^»ose, finding all of no ose, I jumped on 
the back of the colt, that was standing quietly grazing bj, uuf 
tore off home again for help. I must hare ridden hard ; that 
colt mu«t hare for once found its mistress. Its sides iren 
foamingy thej said, when I rode up to the stockyard, and iti 
month covered with foam and hlood ; but it never needed sof 
further hreaking-in, it was as quiet as a hunb after that.'' 

** And the men, did they go to your fother ? " 

*^ Instantly ; jes. I had just power to tell them what 
happened, and foil foioting to the ground. I remember do 
more till I awoke again in our own home, and heard the 
doctor^s voice saying I had saved my fother's life." 

'^ Oh, Winnie," exclaimed the excited child, sobbing, " what 
a good thing you could ride like that I " 

" But you remember your promise ; you will never try." 

'^I could not if I tried ever so much ; I haven't the conrago* 
I'm sure Miss Wallace would say that courage is one of joiff 
* golden gifts.'" 

And after that Ada Grey was very anxious to commence 
her riding lessons ; for she argued though she might not hsTS 
occasion to ride without a saddle, it might be very ueefolto 
be able to ride with ; and as her mamma thought so too, tfd 
was daily taking lessons with her husband in the same grao^ 
ful art, Ada was not long before she did credit to her teacher. 

Then came other lessons for both, for Mrs. Aland, witii^ 
efficient help she had brought with her from Adelaide, hii 
plenty of spare time, which she gladly devoted to the t«o 
girls. She found in Winnie neglected soil, but still soiltW 
repaid the culture, and her gentle, loving teachings iwW 
thankfully and gratefully received. Winnie had never befoW 
had such a teacher, and her progress was rapid and encourtg* 
ing. She particularly devoted her whole energies to mnsiG, 
uud Mrs. Grey had seldom had so assiduous a pupil, one so 
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ained to overcome difficulties by diligent practice. No 
3r she succeeded to a marvel. Winnie's golden gifts were 
g strangely to light. 

Y by day another grace was growing, the ornament of a 
and quiet spirit ; day by day she was learning at the 
nr's feet, and choosing, like Mary, the better part that 
conld take from her. Truly, Winnie's discipline had 
good and healthful to her soul. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

"WBEN'S nest" MENTOBSHIP. 

roses came out in all their glory, and many fair blossoming 
;8 sent forth tendrils to entwine, and perfume to enchain 
lieart of Thurza Kingsley to the ** Wren's Nest." She 
almost entirely in the open air, lived among the flowers, 
10 thoroughly insisted upon sharing the work, that she was 
mtly installed the mistress of a regular set of gardening 
, fitted for a lady's hand, procured from Adelaide expressly 
te purpose. It was her especial delight to refresh with clear 
ers from the rose of the watering pot the drooping flowers 
r evening, when Martin would draw an abundant supply 
ater from the well for his own and her behoof. The 
z was low ; the early summer's sun was rather heavily 
ig its supply, and the waters trickled already rather 
lidly over the stony bed with a low plaintive complaining 
auring, almost like a requiem. 

ley were pleasant days, and some of the " Wren's Nest " 

bers wished they might always last. Half the time the 

was spread beneath the shade of the verandah, they lived 

Ig the flowers. It was Eden, thought Thurza \ and said 



198 GOLDKV GIFTS. 

it too, rngrnin and again ; and then the long, delightful eve 
rides and walks, the pleasant chats in the moonlight, 
choruses oi melod j that rose from the five harmonious to 
the prajer at morning and evening. Thorza had never wi 
for home less in her life ; jet she oonld not reasonablj ei 
her fiither to spare her mnch longer. 

They were seated one Sondaj evening — ^the whole groi 
nnstndied attitudes — ^in the verandah, ahont six weeks 
Thnrza's arrival, watching the first hlnsh of sunset as it sp 
its magnificent tints over the distant hills, when two h 
men dismounted at the slip-panel and turned into the 
approaching the honse. 

** Who are they — who can they he ? " asked Thurza, sp 
iug up from a rather undignified position at Edith's feet, 
her head leaning upon her lap, while Martin occupied a 
still lower, and in familiar and friendly proximity. 

** Your brother for one, Thurza," said Edith quietly. 

^ Yes, I see. What has he come for ? " and she s[ 
forward to welcome him. *' Don't you know who the 
is, Edie ? " she exclaimed, turning back with a mischu 
smile. But Edith had already retreated within doors. 

*' Who is it ? " asked Lizzie, in a rather interested tone 

**Lindly Duncan," laughed Thurza. "Ask Edie wl 
is ; she knows. And don't look so very grave, dear Li 
she continued, with a playful pinch and a kiss; ^he' 
very best of men ; just one after your own sort — as go 
can be." 

Yet, notwithstanding that assurance, Lizzie continu 
look very grave, and not a little uneasy, while her bn 
assisted the two horsemen to remove their saddles and 
steeds to the refreshment of the stable ; and while T 
stood watching them at a little distance, and waviu 
handkerchief to her brother, she too turned indoors, an 
fronted her sister; but by this time Edie was ontv 
composed, and was only quietly engaged in puttin 
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munerouB books that covered the table into something like 
order. It was dusk in the room, and Lizzie could determine 
nothiDg by what she said. 

** Yon know these gentlemen, Edie ? " 

"Quite well," said Edie. " Why, one is Godfrey Kingsley, 
Tharza's brother ; the other is Mr. Duncan, a great friend of 
Mr. Kingsley's." 

''Why does Godfirey Kingsley bring him here?" asked 
Imie, meaningly. 

**Don^t know, Tm sure," Edith quickly replied ; " for 
company, I suppose. I think you will like him, Lizzie," she 
added more gently. 

She was able soon to determine that herself, for the whole 
Ivtj presently came in, and were thereupon introduced. Lizzie 
Ittd ample opportunity of judging whether or not she liked 
lindly Duncan during that long evening, for they held their 
visual service. The tea things removed, and the lamps lighted, 
one after another of the neighbours came slowly iix, and took 
tiidr customary places, to Godfrey Kingsley^s undisguised 
B^rise, and somewhat distaste; but if she might judge by 
^e expression of Lindly Duncan's face, his surprise was of 
^be pleasurable order. At a word or two from Martin, he 
^dially took part in the service, and wound up a very pleasant 
konr with prayer. 

"I rather hesitated to accompany my friend Godfrey to- 
day," he exclaimed, at its conclusioD, to Lizzie Wallace, as 
they once more all stood in the verandah, which was now 
bathed in moonlight and shadows. ''I am usually against 
travelling on the Sabbath, but certainly could I have foreseen 
this pleasant termination of the day all my scruples would 
iave vanished. I had no idea that such a lovely spot as the 
Wren's Nest ' existed, much less did I expect to find such 
, service among the hills. Your brother must be the means 
if doing much good. Miss Wallace." 
*' He is," replied Lizzie, with glowing clieeik \ "V'ftV'aA ^wsa 
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and is doing much good in the neighbourhood. We are so far 
from any regular service — midway between Mount Barker and 
town — and there are souls among these hills, Mr. Duncan, that 
have an eternity before them/' 

" If tracts will be of service to you, I can procure you any 
number," said Mr. Duncan, respectfully. 

** Thank you ; we have a few, but should be very glad to 
have an increase of numbers. It is our privilege, you know, 
to work while it is day," added Lizzie, smiling. 

'* I was prepared for something of the kind from your sister, 
Miss Wallace. She is singularly staunch to her colours for so 
young a lady, and in adverse society, too." 

'^ Edie is staunch to her principles ; firmness is one of her 
* golden gifts,' " smiled Lizzie, " if you have ever heard of the 
term." 

^I have heard of it in connexion with your name. Miss 
Wallace," he returned, reciprocating the smile, " and I certainly 
agree with you that in your sister's case the gold is pure and 
unalloyed." 

*^ I shall take good care, Mr. Duncan, to assay your gold;" 
said Lizzie to herself, as in answer to a summons from within 
she turned into the house. '^I am inclined to think Edith 
values it at a very high rate already." 

Thurza was to return home ; that was the drift of Godfrey's 
visit, whatever Lindly Duncan's might be ; and as there was 
no help for it — as indeed the gentlemen positively refused to 
go without her— it was determined that they should remain 
over Monday, and take their departure with the lady in ques- 
tion early on Tuesday morning, before the heat of the day 
came on. The gentlemen had ample opportunity for reviewing 
every inch of the " Wren's Nest " property, under the convoy 
of Martin and Harry, and admired it exceedingly ; but as they 
sat in the shade of the verandah again, on Monday evening} 
Mr, Duncan exclaimed, — 
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" Tour place is lovely and complete to a marvel, Mr. Wal- 
lace; but, excuse me for saying so, I do not quite see how a 
nuui of your talents can give up all his time to the culture of 
; the land. You might engage in something that would pay 
[ better." . 

^ ''With capital ; not without, Mr. Duncan." 
: '* You require some capital with this." 

"Yes, certainly, hut comparatively small. Our own hard 
bbour has done most of the work ; we have had but little ex- 
traneous help till lately. It is slow progress, I own, and an 
iQipatient man would perhaps dislike it ; but I believe I have 
^ways had a taste for ground culture." 

**You have an excellent and exquisite taste," replied Mr. 
Duncan ; " a taste, I dare say, you would never lose ; but, I 
K slioald say you might safely embark in something more enter- 
t prismg, and yet indulge your taste for your own pleasure 
\ «id not for proJfit" 

*'I have thought of it ; most likely some day I shall," said 
Martin, with a half sigh : for there were day-dreams some- 
times floating in his calm brain now that went beyond the 
routine of farm and garden life — a future which possibly 
another might share. " My brother, I see, is listening atten- 
tively," he continued, smiling. " He quite agrees iVith you, 
and is studying, as hard as he can study unaided, for his 
future — the law." 

" The law ! I am glad to hear it. Possibly I might be able 
to assist him. We must have some talk about this, Mr. HaiTy. 
I certainly commend your desire." 

"He has been engrossing all winter," continued Martin 
mischievously ; " that will tell you how anxious he is." 

" Edie is as anxious as I am, you know, Martin. Why, 
she even talks of learning to engross herself." 

" Oh, HaiTy ! " was Edith's hurried expostulation ; but the 
moonlight did not betray her blushes. 
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" That should not be heard of," replied Lindly Duncan 
seriooslj. ''Yoor health is of too mach importance, Miss 
Edith, for such application ; but your brother, Vm sure I shall 
be able to forward his views, if he will allow me." 

Harry went to bed that night with pleasant thoughts of iho 
realization of his wishes. The future that had seemed so ftr 
distant Lindly Duncan's words had brought near, and hope 
grew high and strong in the boy's breast ; dreams of what he 
would do for his sisters, how ha would surround Edith 
especially with luxuries, were interwoven with his sleep. Bot 
maybe the dreams of another were providing for the fatare of 
Edith ; and Edith's own dreams were linked with other chaios 
than the golden ones h^ brother would fain have forged for 
her. 

And Thurza was going at last. The morning broke npoB 
them in all its morning glory — dew on the grass, dew on ih« 
flower, and a soft, playful little breeze to modulate the eadj 
sunbeams. She took a parting tour all over the garden alone, 
visiting every little well-remembered nook. By the little foo^ 
bridge she found Martin, standing, idly looking down into the 
trickling waters. 

" I must say good-bye to everything," she said, with an 
efiort at gaiety. " I am sure papa will not spare me foralong» 
long time again." 

" We hope he will," replied Martin gravely ; and he presently 
added, " The flowers will miss you very much. Miss Thurza." 

" They have too good a gardener to do that, Mr. Wallace." 

" You will be missed very much." 

*' It is pleasant to believe that," said Thurza ; " but I «» 
worth very little at any time. I do not see how any one can 
"well miss me." 

**I do not see how they can help it ; but I am afraid the 
accommodation has been very rough, Miss Thurza." 

" I would not have had it different ; it has been perfectly 
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Areadian, Mr. Martin ; I shall never forget it ; it has heen a 
luippj time to me," said Thurza, with strong enthusiasm. 

The colour came and went in Martin's face in rapid suc- 
cession ; for a moment he nearly forgot a secret determination ; 
Words he did not dare to speak nearly broke the boundary of 
pmdence for a moment ; but other thoughts of paramount 
unportance succeeded, and gravely and quietly he asked, 
** Haye you thought of what was said one day between us on 
this very same little bridge. Miss Thurza ; have you yet 
foond the priceless pearl — the golden gift of a Saviour's 
love?** 

'*! do not know; I am afraid not yet," said Thurza ; and 
ttere were genuine tears in her eyes as she spoke. 

"Why notyet?" 

''So many things seem to come between me and the search," 
*wd Thurza sorrowfully. ** While I am here, while you are 
^ round me — all earnest working Christians — it seems that I 
^ think better and do more ; but I am goiug home, and, oh, 
Vf. Martin, you know that, deai* as they all are, the thoughts 
yoQ wish me to encourage they would not hear of. I shall 
'oon, very soon, forget all, I am afraid." 

** Forget that you need a Saviour — that you have sins to be 
'^^fgiven — that there is an eternity before you ? Surely not." 

^ I don't believe I can forget that," said Thurza, in tears ; 
bat I shall have no one to help me, no one to think for me." 

" Plenty to pray for you, Miss Thurza ; and the ' Wren's 
i^est ' is not so far from Glen Osmond that we shall never see 
^h other again. You are not going to cut old acquaintance, 
re you ? " he added, with a smile. 

She sprang up then from the log on which she had thrown 
erself — " No, indeed, unless they cut me," she replied, dash- 
ig her tears away and smiling gaily through them. '* I hope 
}u will all come very often, and I should dearly' like to run 
f with Edith again ; I don't know how I shall spare her. At 
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anj rate, if she don't come now, I shall want her all i] 
winter.** 

And Martin did not say she should not come, for his ov 
heart echoed the want ; and he felt that Edith's companio 
ship wonld he well for the jonng, pliant nature ; tb 
her friendship might prove a strong safeguard againit ten 
tation. 

" If I had only a sister like Edith ! " said Thurza simply. 

Did Martin not echo that wish from his heart ? and did 
find no language ? Checking the words that struggled 
find way, he quietly replied, '' Edie loves you as a sister, I 
sure of that. I hope you will make use of her friendship, Mi 
Thurza." 

'' Never fear," said Thurza, struggling with her feeling 
** I shall tax you all heavily," she added gaily, running in 
the housa 

It was dull and quiet after they had gone ; something seem 
wanting. Thurza had been merry as a bird hopping fit 
spray to spray, and her absence left a sad void. Even Edi 
moped, and went wandering about the garden for a time wi 
a most persistent desire for solitude, and Lizzie watched I 
about with an air of solicitude that was almost amusing in 
character. 

" Edie seems to miss Thurza very much," said Martin, 
he too, following the direction of Lizzie's eyes, caught sight 
her sitting upon one of the garden seats, her head droopi 
and resting on her hand. 

** Is it Thurza ? " asked Lizzie significantly. " I have be 
asking myself the question, but the conclusion is, no. Not I 
that she is very much attached to Thurza — but there, yoa m 
always laugh at a woman's imagining. I shall leave yoa 
find it out yourself ; but really, Martin, I do not think 
can expect to keep Edie long with us — it's out of the comm 
order of things." 

''Is it ?" said Martin, ralavw^ hia eyebrows and smilii 
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**1 suppose, then, I may look out for tbe loss of both my 
siatera, at that rate. Was it a delicate hint, eh, Lizzie ? " 
He laughed, but his eyes were ueyertheless not so perfectly 
dosed as Lizzie thought. He fully contemplated the future 
^^ his sinter Edie, and desired that that future should be a 
'i&ppy one. He knew that it was scarcely probable that she 
would remain long with them, and he had particularly given 
^naself over to the study of Lindly Duncan's character, after 
l^ftving seen, as he belieyed, certain cabalistic signs that are 
^Qmistakable to those under the same mesmeric influence. 
^<>w he was contented to let things take their own course, or 
rather to commit all to the hands of his Heavenly Father, under 
whose governing influence all relationships come into existence, 
flis own hopes and wishes and desires he yielded to the same 
°<*vereign guide, and calmly waited the result ; no other path 
^^ before him than the one he had already successfully pur- 
8^©d. Hitherto God had prospered him ; it was his duty to 
P^severe in the beaten path till this door of prosperity or 
^^ftilness was clearly closed and another in prospect. So 
^iietly he returned to his labour, procured assistance from the 
•^^©laide offices, that his hay might be comfortably gathered 
*^^ stacked for winter use, and began preparations for the 
^^ai'Vesting of his first crop. 

^die soon roused herself from her lethargy, and came for- 

^^r^j to Lizzie's assistance ; and very soon the same aspect of 

f^iTs was restored outwardly to the " Wren's Nest," whatever 

^^ iiatemal difierence might be. All took up their wonted 

^'^^l*© of the labour, with the exception of Harry ; and he, in 

*^^i^ipation of the efibrts of Mr. Duncan in his behalf, was 

**^^^^ left to the exercise of his pen, and the study of the law, 

^<> fie^r as he could study alone. It seemed a passion with him ; 

"^^^ creased with his strength, grew with his growth ; and by- 

'^'^^"by it was as much as Martin and his sisters could dp to 

®^^lc5e him out for the sake of his precious health to inhale 

^^ Ireath of morning, or the fragrant evening breezes. 
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'' Remember^ my dear Harry, there is no stady on 
worth the loss of that 'goldea gift/ health; without it life 
will be a mere bardeD," said Lizzie, one day, as she coaxed hin 
to close the volame over which he had been poring, and to take 
her for a drive over to Aland Grange. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

Harry's first venture. 

The garden gradually lost some of its spring-like beantj tf 
the season advanced. Tharza Kingsley had paid her visi^ 
when Flora reigned supreme, before the heat was too intense 
for bud or blossom — while the little fragile bells, as well 9i 
the glorious lily, gracefully bent to the soft wooing breeze, ind 
shook their incense lightly from their petals. There was* 
momentary pause, as it were, in gardening operations. Well 
that it was so, for the hay was ready for cutting ; and even 
HaiTy threw aside for a time his office coat, as it was denomi- 
nated by Edith, and lent his hand to load and unload the 
waggon. It was not a very large stack after all ; just a com* 
fortable supply for the cattle and horses — just giving a well- 
to-do expression to the little slab hut ; smelling fresh vA 
fragrant, too, as newly-mown hay does smelL Martin re- 
garded it when the last heap was thrown, and the yard caie- 
fully '* tidied up," with a pleasant, congratulating smile. E« 
was beginning to fancy himself quite a farmer now'; that haj* 
stack was an admirable beginning. So evidently the beD> 
thought, for they were not long before they discovered wh»t 
soft roosts they might make in the fragrant-yielding surface, 
how nicely — foolish things — they might now hide their precioitf 
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ggs from pryiDg eyes. They formed quite a little coDclavo 
onnd the stack, scratching and chattering, and, doubtless, 
ongratolating each other upon this new improvement in their 
omain. Over the rails of the stackyard two or three of the 
ones looked, silently contemplating future feasts, and with 
lowly-moving jaws and eyes of wisdom, ruminating upon 
'hat was yet to come. To add to the scene, a saucy crow 
erched on a bough of a large gum-tree that oyerhung the 
tack, and cawed in ridiculous, derisive tone, as though to 
^aru the busy hens below that the hay would prove but a 
oor shelter from his sagacity. 

Martin and Hany stood under their first haystack putting 
Q their coats and looking up and laughing at the noisy bird 
Qd its evident challenge to the matronly hens. 

" Did you ever hear language clearer than that ? " said 
Urry. ** Why, one might put it into words. If I were the 
ens, I would take the warning and be off." And he laughed 
Hidly, as with wings outspread the glossy black bird of 
Qdacious mien flew off, uttering one more prolonged caw and 
iiappearing in the neighbouring gully. 

'* A thief, Harry, an arrant thief, and a bold and fearless 
oe. Take warning ? No chance of the silly hens doing 
lit The haystack is an immense attraction ; they won't 
Bsert it, you'll see, till it deserts them. Yes ; just as I 
lought," said Martin. '* They are even some of them chang- 
g their roosting place, as being more convenient, I suppose, 
^ell, Edie will be glad of that The sun is too hot to search 
r eggs this weather, and this is sufficiently near the house 
td garden to take advantage of the Cape Ivy walk. We 
el the benefit of these cool, shady avenues this season, 
Bury, 

*' YeSi" said Harry mechanically, for he had at once resumed 
B coat and his now customary abstraction. 
" Well, this piece of work is done," continued Martin, half 
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to himself, for he did not heed his abstracted listener ; he was 
too pleased with his first fanning success, to be particular on 
that score, and quite too well satisfied to be silent '' This 
hay," he went on quietly calculating, " will be quite sufficient 
for home consumption ; there will be none to buy next winter, 
and that will be a clear saving ; and what with the clover and 
lucerne, I shall keep the cattle in capital condition. Kow 
for the garden again for a while, and then harvest. The 
wheat looks fine, don't it, Harry ? " 

" Yes," was Harry's simple reply. 

'* If I only had one of those American reaping machines I 
read of the other day. Somewhere in the colony, I forget 
where, they've been making a trial of them. I'm sure the/U 
succeed, and some day yet, you'll see, they'll be more common » 
than hand reaping. I should like to see one at work. How- 
ever, I suppose we must be patient, and content ourselves 
with reaping hooks for a while." 

" Yes," said Harry again, but this time a sigh accompanied 
the words. 

" Why, Harry, my dear fellow, what's the matter ? " asked 
Martin cheerfully ; " that sigh is enough to turn the sails of 
a good-sized windmill I rather expect you don't see all these 
things in the same light as I do. Farming is not your forte, 
any more than gardening." 

"I'm afraid it isn't, Martin," said Harry mournfully; "it 
is quite out of my line altogether. The fact is, I cannot like 
it ; I've tried to, and can't. I can't understand your enthu- 
siasm or pleasure at all. I used, to be sure, once on a time to 
see poetry in a haystack ; I can't for the life of me now i* 
practically comes to my notice." 

Martin laughed outright. " It's the real thing, no douht," 
he exclaimed ; " no nonsense in it, Harry — thoroughly practical, 
excepting in the distance. But for an embryo lawyer to ta& 
about poetry, it's too goo J a joke 1 " 
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[any walked quickly onward, with his hands clasped 
ind him, his hat over his brows. 

' T dare say it seems all very ridiculous to you, Martin," he 
sently went on ; " and perhaps you think I'm above ' the 
iness. It isn't that, though; if you're not too proud, I 
d not be, I'm sure, for you are far more clever, and have 
ater claim to intellect than I. But I really don't like it. 
iocs seem waste of time standing, as I have been all day, 
owing up hay, till my very arms ached, and my head was 
I dizzy even to think ; and what for ? — just to feed a lot of 
ngry cattle." 

Ifartin shouted again. '' The cattle must be fed, you know, 
ny," he presently continued, still laughing. " So you took 
pleasure in the waggon-loads of fragrant hay; took no 
asure, even, in the mathematical precision with which your 
ck is arranged, and which I have been standing admiring 
at least a quarter of an hour." 

* It was the only part of the business I took any pleasure 
and but little in that," said Harry moodily. 
*How differently we are constituted, to be sure !" said Martin, 
king at his brother. " No, I see you have not the cut of a 
mer; too much of the fine material used up in your compo- 
on, my lad, for that. Well, who knows, this may be your 
eluding ti'ial at agriculture ; something — the something 
which ypu are waiting so anxiously — may turn up before 
vest." 

ilowly walking round by the stable to deposit their hayforks 
the night — and as Harry mentally desired, as far as he 
J concerned, for ever — they became conscious of the presence 
uiother horse in the stable, a horse that once before visited 
" Wren's Nest," and, to such connoisseurs of horseflesh as 
brothers had become, very easily recognized as the property 
^. Duncan. 
'Hallo, Harry; well, the haymaking's over. If it wasn't, 



i 
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I'm afraid I should stand a good chance of having to finish it 
myself," said Martin, with raised ejehrows, but hiughing 
lips. 

" He* may not have come for that," replied Harry, colouring 
with surprise and expectation; '^he has perhaps something 
else to come for." 

'* Has he ? " ejaculated Martin. " I hope not ; Pm not 
quite ready to part with Edie yet." 

'' Is that what he means ? " said Harry, turning suddenly 
round. 

" Afraid so ; partly, at any rate." 

" Well," resumed Hany slowly, " he's a good fellow, at 
any rate ; it won't be so bad as if he wasn't." 

'* Conclusive reasoning, Harry," said Martin, again laugh- 
ing, and taking the foremost way to the house. *' If he wasn't 
a good fellow, I can tell you he would find even the little 
* Wren's Nest ' would be too hot to hold him." 

It had been a hard and a hot day's work, a day of new expe- 
rience to both brothers, and both were thoroughly wearied; 
though in addition to weariness of body, Harry added distaste 
to his work, and weariness of spirits. The sight of the horse 
in the stable had certainly resuscitated him ; and the fact tbafc 
the work was well done, and might never be to do by biia 
again, added zest to the resuscitation. 

" Here come the haymakers," e^laipaed Lizzie's voice froo 
beneath the green canopy of the verandah. " I must hurry 
Martha with her preparations ; they, will be tired and hxaiffj 
enough." 

" I took the liberty of placing my horse in your stable wifl^ 
out your leave," said Mr. Duncan, coming forward with a 
smile, and frankly extending his hands to both brothers. 

" You have done quite right," replied Martin heartily. "1 * 
will presently see him better attended to. When did yoa 
come ? " 
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f an hour ago. I have just been getting rid of the dust 
md, under Miss Wallace's kind care, and feel all the 
)r it" 

for the dust," said Martin archly. 
; for its riddance." 

link we shall be the better for that same too, Harry," 
)d Martin, looking down rather ruthfullj at his soiled 
.rments. ** So, if Mr. Duncan will excuse us, we will 
make ourselves fit for the tea our sister is preparing." 
of himself he could not avoid a certain brusqueness of 
in speaking to his guest that brought the colour pain- 
ito Edith's cheeks. The feeling that beneath that 
manner there was a purpose at work, a purpose that 
imately to steal one of the choicest ^ wrens " from the 
>uld not be silenced or tranquillized, 
bs a pleasant tea-time nevertheless, and much of Martin's 
iness and suspicion wore away when he discovered that 
Duncan's visit, ostensibly at least, had chiefly to do 
arry and his future progress, and that at present no 
application was likely to be made for the fair little 
) was so unwilling to surrender. Seated there in that 
easant room, with a distant view of the sunshine, just 
it to render the shade appreciable, with a cool, clean 
lit, spotless collar and cuffs, and a necktie of cerulean 
urrounded, too, by the good things of this life, the 
lat cheers, but not inebriates," and the milk and honey 
and — it was not in the nature of the man to continue 
anionable. Besides, Lindly Duncan was genial, and 
so pliably at the " Wren's Nest," so thoroughly appeared 
r ail around him, so heartily accepted the invitation to 
the night, that in a little time they were all conversing 
acquaintances, even like brothers ; and fatigue, chagrin, 
isqueness were all dismissed to the winds. • 
idly Duncan was a good fellow ; " that had been Harry's 

p2 i 
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verdict that eyening, even before he had heard the reason fcir 
his comiDg. Doublj good he thought him now, for the wish^ 
of his heart were at last to be accomplished, he was to l>i 
regularly articled to the profession he loved. £dith's ey^et 
sparkled over with joy. It must have been pleasant for Mr. 
Duncan to read her thanks there ; he read them nowhere else, 
for while the rest were profuse in their expression of gratitude 
for his kindness, her lips were silent. Perhaps, however, her 
face thanked him as he preferred to be thanked by her. Per- 
haps he had his reward as they walked up and down in the 
moonlight, and for a few moments Edith's hand lay upon bis 
arm. At any rate Martin thought he had, and hinted so to 
Lizzie. 

Poor Harry ; he had another wild, restless night, such as 
he had when first Lindly Duncan proposed interfering on bis 
behalf. Now the thing was accomplished, and it was agreed 
by all that he should accompany his friend to Adelaide on the 
morrow, with Martin, and be introduced at once to the gentle- 
man into whose office he was about to obtain admittance. Bis 
farewell to a practical acquaintance wiih the farm andthe garden 
was nearer at hand than he had supposed. He looked at his 
hands, blistered by the toil of the last few days, for he bad 
had an exemption from working for some time previously ^^ 
favour of his pen, and wondered whether indeed this wodd 
be the last time they would wear blisters from such a caufe* 
He sprang up and went outside, walking up and down in the 
moonlight ; he was too restless to lie quietly on his pillow, be 
must be moving. All were asleep but he. How quiet, bo^ 
calm all nature looked beneath that silvery veil of beaoty* 
The gullies, the ravines seemed darker by the conti*ast No^ 
and then the voice of a night bird broke on the silence ; the 
frogs kept up one incessant croaking; the trees whispered 
against one another, stimulated by the slight breeze ; all nature 
was murmuring a perfect lullaby ; and yet Harry walked on 
aDd OB, hiB steps keeping t\m© with his restless thoughts. B^ 
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^as jast on the entrance of his desires ; was he indeed follow- 

u>g those desires, or seeking God's guidance ? Was it pride 

that rendered this every-day labour distasteful, or did he in- 

<l6ed feel that in another way he could better use the talents 

^ had given him. It was certainly forsaking his brother, 

leaving him single-handed to labour, while for years he would 

ho but a weight upon the golden store of the hive, taking from 

vid adding nothing to it ; yet Martin, Lizzie, Edith — all were 

sgi'eeable, nay, all were anxious that he should accept Lindly 

I^can's proposal ; it must, therefore, be right. And so at 

hat he quieted and comforted himself, and just as the first 

dawn came faintly over the hills, just as a brisker breeze, 

^nsed by that opening dawn, played among the leaves of the 

passion-flower and sent a slight chill through his frame, he 

quietly crept back to bed, and slept till broad daylight had 

sent a rich tracery of sunlight and leaves all over his pillow. 

What a morning it was I The sunbeams were unmerciful 
^ the travellers, and the hot wind came from the neighbour- 
hood of Adelaide, with a gentle reminder of how rapidly 
summer was stealing upon them. The girls collected Harry's 
^fonk of clothes, ready to send after him to town, under his 
^re, that they might just place in what he most required ; 
^Qd then — a rather silent party, sobered and silenced by the 
^^tj of parting — they gathered round the early breakfast- 
|*hle, in order that the trio might set off on their townward 

journey before the full heat of the sunbeams was poured 
ont 

" Tou will be best off up here in the * Wren's Nest ' to-day, 
Sl^^" said Martin, looking out at the door and in the direction 
^'Adelaide. "To-day will be a veritable smoker. You must 
8*ther a few vine leaves for our hats, Edie." 

*'We shall feel it less riding than any other way. Miss 
^ie," interposed Duncan quietly ; " do not you expend too 
^Uch sympathy upon us." 

**Not at all," eaid Edith saucily ; "I have uo «vsiOcl Vol- 
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tention, so Martin need not attempt to work upon what doe»< 
not exist." 

** But the vine leaves, Edie, the vine leaves,'* said Hsrr^^ 
laughing. '^ Your sympathy will surely extend so far as 
allow you to fill our hats with them." 

She placed both hands on her brother's shoulders, and ^ea 
stroked back the hair from his broad brow. ** What is then 
I would not do for you, Harry? /' she softly said, tears spring- 
ing to her eyes as sbe said it. ^ 

" You must not make too much of me, Edie, or yon wiU 
unman me," he exclaimed, kissing her, and then springing op 
and turning away. - 

" You are fortunate, Harry," exclaimed Lindly feelingly; 
*^ a sister's love is something to be proud of. I had bat odo 
sister, and she is in a better world ! " 

An hour more and Lizzie and Edith were gazing with tearM 
eyes down the road after their receding figures. Were thef 
glad, or were they sorry ? It was Harry's first start in lift 
— the first opening up of the boyish hopes and wishes tbftt 
were to terminate in manhood's prosperity. They could but 
be glad ; they could but rejoice ; but also with trembling, ^^ 
it was a young and an untried bark taking its venture aloo^ 
on the ocean of life — and yet not alone, for there were lovii^E 
hearts, praying hearts, left behind in the little home among 
the hills. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE GOLD FEVEB. 

Before the summer was over — before the hot winds hw 
passed, searing with their fiery breath the green leaves, 4® 
verdant grass, and the fragrant flowers, burning up the rostf 
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*ix their stems, and withering the frailer blossoms like the 
STasB — ^before autumn lent its tints to the fruit trees, and the 
Si^Q and purple clusters peeped forth from the clusteriDg vine 
^ves — William Aland had settled for ever the doubts that 
"Were embittering his existence ; he knew now all he feared : 
^th was nothing, could be nothing to him. She had given 
Waelf to another. 

He could scarcely be angry even when he knew the worst, 
for Edith had never given his attentions the slightest en- 
Qooragement. From the first morning of their introduction 
^ the very last moment there had been anything but prefer- 
ence shown. Edith was stanch ; stanch as Lizzie said to her 
principles, sometimes stanch to her prejudices. At any rate 
^ iiad never wavered for an instant from her first apprecia- 
^Q of William Aland's character ; and although he had 
'^<niderfully improved since the firiendship of the two families 
^ffA sprang up, though much of the conceit which was a demi- 
st portion of his nature had passed away beneath her rebuff, 
yet still the same feeling continued to exist in her heart — she 
<M>old not like him. 

Happily for him, the acuteness of his senses spared him 
^he pain of a refusal, and the necessity of refusing to Edith. 
*^ discovery had been gradual, but positive. The frequent 
visits of Lindly Duncan to the " Wren's Nest " was the first 
^ng that aroused his jealous suspicions, but after a little the 
P^f was more positive, and the truth at length intervened 
^"at those visits were especially directed to one object. 

It was all very well for Harry's affairs to give rise to the 
first two or three visits ; but after Harry was safely launched 
^^ office, with his beloved pen in his embrace and his precious 
i&Usty volumes at his elbow upon which to regale himself, 
^W possibly could induce such frequent journeys up a steep, 
• long, and a dusty road? not even a little floral " Wren's Nest " 
at the end could have formed inducement for such a journey. 
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without an Edith in the case. That was certain ; and 
William Aland again and again sought opportunity to hear 
from her own lips the confirmation of his fears. Sought, hut 
vainly : she avoided him. And now he began to think it ww 
folly to proceed further. He could never hope to win her w- , 
gard ; that was positive now ; especially as another was j 
evidently doing that. Two or three times ho had called at the 
house when Lindly Duncan had been there, and Lizzie hti 
entertained him in the verandah. Scarcely entertained him i 
for little visions of Edith in Lindly's company bending over 
the same book or arranging flowers together, was too mnch 
wormwood to render him capable of entertainment. 

One evening, coming along the road with two or threfl 
young horses, he encountered Edith, in her pretty riding-cap 
and habit, on a new chestnut mare, attended by Mr. Dancao* 
They were merely walking their horses — for the evening was 
warm — and Were talking so intently and quietly that they 
scarcely noticed the approach of another, till Edith's chestnat 
sprang lightly aside, and became slightly restive at the sight of 
the young horses. Proudly raising his cap, he passed rapidly 
onwards, and driving the horses into the paddock, went straight 
into the house and to his room. 

Just before nightfall he came into the sitting-room, where 
his mother was sitting. 

" Mother," he presently said, standing by the window an<l 
looking out at the stars, that were just peering through the 
mantle of evening, and shining like gems upon it ; " Mother, 
I'm tired of farming ; I think I shall tiy the gold-fields^* 
man may make money there." 

"The gold-fields! Willie, my son, are you mad?' 
exclaimed his terror-stricken mother, throwing down the 
stocking she was darning and looking at her son. "What 
ails you, my child ? Hasn't father done right by you ? ^ 
thought you were satisfied." 
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i^ith mj share ? Oh yes, so far as it goes," replied 
[am, still looking moodily through the window ; ^' but 
) are fine fortunes making in Victoria, mother — fortunes 
would buy up twenty such farms as this ; and you know 
ancy has never been for agriculture. I like cattle, I like 
p. If I get gold, I will turn sheepfarmer somewhere 
th ; I'm tired of this neighbourhood." 
Ton won't like digging, my son," said his mother sorrow- 
\ She had an inkling of the real state of the case, but 
>on made no confidant of her, and she did not betray her 
vledge of his feelings. 

I think I shall, mother ; from what I hear, I shall. It's 
ting and wild and romantic, as well as practical. A man 
ts shaking up once in a while ; one's feelings get stagnant, 
one's thoughts circumscribed. I should like to see a little 
) of the world besides South Australia. I think of trying 
ligo first ; there are grand tidings of that diggings in this 
k's paper." 

You will never come back again — never, never," said his 
ler, covering her eyes with her hands, and speaking in 
heartbroken tones. 

Oiiother ! " he exclaimed, " don't give way so. I shall 
3 back — come back rich, and better than I am now." And 
ame and put his arms round his mother's neck and kissed 
" I would stay if you wish it, but I should be very 
iched. I don't think I could remain in this neighbourhood, 
I if I did not go to the diggings, and I may as well have 
lance at the gold whilst I am about it," he continued, 
btening up. " Stay ; I'll just read you the accounts ; 
're marvellous ! enough to make one's mouth water. And, 
' all, mother, I need only be gone for a few months. I'll 
3 back all right and as gay as ever." 
Would he ? Was it really better for him to be away from 
leighbourhood ? Perhaps so," his mother thought, for she 
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had heard of Edith's engagement, and gaessed folly the csose 
of her son's trouble. After all, Edith Wallace was not her 
choice ; and perhaps when absence had broaght with it th« 
forgetfulness and indifference he coorted, he might retarn i 
better and a wiser man, quite ready to see in his cousin Wionii 
all his mother fondly hoped he would. 

Lighting the lamp, he pulled the newspaper out of Im 
pocket, and sitting down at the table opposite to his mother, 
he began to read the flaming accounts with which at that time : 
in the history of the colony the newspapers daily teemed: 
glowing descriptions of immense nuggets found but a few M 
beneath the surface, of splendid golden specimens picked oat 
with the fossicking-knife, of brilliant fortunes made by m^ 
surfacing ; Aladdin's lamp was nothing to the golden stores 
of wealth that awaited the fortunate digger. And poorMrfc 
Aland sat listening, with both elbows on the table, her held 
upon her hands, and her fond eyes looking intently at her soO) 
who, in the depth of her motherly heart, she thought so good* 
so handsome, and so clever, that the only wonder to her was 
that any girl could reject him. 

" Well, perhaps it was best." His arguments tended 
greatly to convince her. The gold-fields were to be to himss 
the waters of Lethe. If they proved that, it was all she coaM 
desire ; whether he came back rolling in wealth or without* 
shilling to pay his way, it was all the same to her, his wel- 
come would be equally warm. 

He knew that ; knew too that in convincing his mother h* 
had little else to do. His father heard of his intention i* 
silence, and then lifting up his head he said quietly, he Bop- 
posed the lad must have his own way, but he would soon gfl* 
tired of digging, and be glad to get back to the farm. Andes 
to Dan, he was fortunately absent in Adelaide ; so the running 
fire of his remarks was spared. 

" Only for a few months," his mother went about quieflj 
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lying to herself, as she collected together the most important 
Tticles that conld not possibly be forgotten or done without, 
i&d yet the smallest possible number that would suit an oyer- 
tuid journey ; for William Aland purposed to join an over- 
kid party who were starting from Adelaide at the end of the 
week. To his mother's secret satisfaction he also stated his 
intention of making Aland Creek on the way, and spending one 
night with his uncle. 

" Who knows," said motherly sagacity, " he may find there 
sufficient gold to induce his stay : at any rate we shall have 
Um back again some time." 

The two or three days that remained before leaving home 
William kept away from the " Wren's Nest " most pertina- 
oiooflly, but the evening before his departure, riding round to 
give his farewell to his old friends and acquaintance in general, 
^ at length halted his horse in front of the pretty verandah. 
Onljr Martin and his two sisters were there. He had made 
Bnte of that before he went. He had no intention of making 
Ug adieus to one whom he so eminently considered as an inter- 
^per. Martin sprang up and came forward to his horse's side 
^d asked him to alight. 

No, he would not do that, he said he had no time ; he had 
Jnst ealled to say " good-bye." 

" Good-bye ! *' they all exclaimed at once. " Why, where 
*re you off to now ? " cried Martin. 

'* On the overland route to Bendigo," replied William Aland 
^elessly, " I thought it a pity to miss the chance of such 
golden gifts' as nature is lavishing on her diggers. Miss 
f^allace." 

" Are they * golden gifts ? ' " asked Lizzie. ** I question, 
ifr. Aland, whether in many cases the gold is not likely to 
>rove dross." 

** It's worth trying for. Of course you have seen the papers ; 
hey are full of it, Martin." 



>9 
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*' Ye8," said Martin, " Tve seen the papers; the accounts are 
flourishing, certainly, hut I prefer staying at home. 

'* You don't helieve in these rapid fortunes, then ? 

** I helieve this," said Martin, " ' They who hasten to bench 
fall into a snare.' Of all things this is constantly pronog 
true on the gold-fields." 

" No rule without exception," replied William carelesslj. 
" However, I'm off to try my luck ; we start early to- 
morrow." 

" And you will not come in ? When do yqu propose re- 
turning?" 

" Can't say ; just as chance will have it. I shan't come back 
without gold, I know that, if I never come back at all." 

" I wish you could say this from your heart, Mr. Aland— 
* If Thy presence go not with me, caiTy me not up hence.' I* 
is in God's presence we are alone safe, Tm sure of that." 

" Pray for me, Miss Wallace," he exclaimed, giving her one 
band and pulling down his hat over his eyes with the other. 
"I'm just as wild and far from God and everything goodtf 
ever." He shook the hands of Martin and Edith — the Itf* 
with a wringing shake — and galloped rapidly away. 

" There's some influence at work there," said MartiDj 
coming back from the slip-pannel, which he had followed 
to put up ; " God gi*ant that it may be an influence ft^ 
good." 

" It little matters what influence is at work if it is for good, 
sighed Lizzie. *^ There does seem something good in him, but 
I fear me these diggings are not calculated to draw that little 
out. I, for one, dread their influence." 

" Their influence is to be dreaded, I believe that," fl*i^ 
Martin gravely. " Temptations thickly beset the unwary— 
and there is so much unwariness in this besetting gold fever, 
that it is sad to think of the results. Yet, Lizzie, remember 
God is omnipresent, and His influence can reach even the 
heart of a thorough gold-seeker. We are commanded at anj 
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kte to pray and not to faint : don't forgot, sister mine, he has 
Bkqd your prayers." 

Perhaps for the first time in her h'fe since her acquaintance 
mih William Aland Edith experienced sorrow for him. The 
pTOTious pertinacity of his attentions had disgusted and annoyed 
W. She had felt only anger that he would not tacitly take 
*iio' as the meaning of all her actions. At last he had done 
80; done so when facts had hecome too demonstrative to douht; 
ttid now she felt sorry for him, and even sad. She was per- 
M7 conscious of his reasons for this sudden gold fever. 
8be knew very well that she was the cause, the unwitting 
cause of his flight. What if harm came from it ? what if he 
fell into evil, into temptation? Would the sin lie at her door? 
•^No; scarcely that; she had never encouraged him. From 
ftat sin she was certainly free. Her prayers were unasked, 
^t freely given, even with tears. It was all that she could 
^0 ; and perhaps had William Aland guessed how earnest were 
*lu)8e prayers in his behalf he would have prepared for his 
journey with a less heavy heart. 

He parted from his mother in the early morning, just as the 
fifst rosy hue was stealing across the sky, giving a forewarning 
^the approaching sun and a day of heat. He wanted to bid 
^ good-bye the night before, and thus to prevent her early 
^sing ; but, mother-like, she was determined to see all she 
could of her dear boy. Even at midnight would she gladly 
We risen to attend to his comfort ; and now she stood at the 
^oor, her arms clasped round him, and the tears running down 
ber cheeks, holding him as if she could not let him go, while 
*e gobbed out, " Oh, Willie, Willie ! " 

"Don't ciy, mother, don't; 111 not be long — rU soon come 
l^k with lots of gold ! " he said, his own voice choking. 
"Why, mother, you seem to think these diggings fearful." 

"Yes, yes; I do, I do," shq sobbed. "So much sin, so 
OQch temptation. Oh, Willie, don't let the gold make you 
brget ynur mother or your G<^d ! " 
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" It won't do that, mother," said William, gentlj !« 
her arms ; " I shall never forget you, mother dear," and 
her fondly, he sprang upon his horse, and, pulling do 
cap over his eyes, rode rapidly off. 

She stood looking after him with her streaming ey 
hands upraised, watching him as he passed the slij 
with a farewell wave of the hand and then disappeared 
sight among the trees ; then throwing her apron over he 
she went slowly in, and shut herself up in her boy's little 
Her tears and her prayers were all between herself ai 
Father in Heaven — ^who heareth, and pitieth, and comi 
as none other can. 

Altogether it was an uncomfortable, wretched 80i*t of 
at Aland Creek that day of William Aland's departure, 
house seemed gloomy, for the mistress was so, and we 
chanically about her various duties, for her thoughts 
elsewhere, with her boy and his journey, and its pr 
termination. Poor mother ; fortunately for her peace of 
she knew nothing in reality of digging life. Her on 
quaintance with digging was the turning up of the grou 
agricultural purposes. It was not the danger but the 
dant sin she dreaded, and even of that she knew not th 
How bitterly would her motherly fears have been e 
could she have foreseen her dear Willie sinking deep i 
in momentary danger of the earth caving in upon h: 
standing the fearful risk of encountering the deadly pou 
influence of foul air, or in momentary peril of the burst 
of waters that rise to the surface from a hundred feet of 
in a moment. How would she have grieved had she I 
01 the shanties that spread their pernicious influence on 
side, bringing men to destruction ; and of the ten th( 
evils that encompassed the digger for gold — evils of po 
and thirst, and hunger, when, hole after hole has beei 
and no atom of the precious metal has repayed th< 
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.ppilj for her, she knew not the half, and sanguine hopes 
' ^e future at length dried up her tears and sent her more 
eerfuUy ahout her daily work again. 

And meanwhile WOliam Aland passed the " Wren's Nest," 
ice more on his way to Adelaida The smoke was going up 
i thin vapoury wreaths from the chimney, hut not a sign of 
ny of its inhabitants was visible ; and with a heavy heart, he 
purred his horse till miles were between him and the object 
if his r^ret 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE PARTING GIFT. 

The morning sunlight was flooding the whole frontage of 
Wand Creek, and at every window, thoagh the sashes were 
'^ely open even to their fullest extent, the blinds were closely 
fekwn ; cool, white blinds, with plain green holland linings, 
^ sent a tranquil, refreshing air of shade over the room, 
in absentee who had known the Aland Creek of old would 
*arcely have recognized it now, so many beautiful touches 
bad passed and were still passing over it. The impress of 
jcntle feminine hands was visible, even from without ; the 
^ght windows, with their ample shade, now and then be- 
^yiog, through the influence of the playful breeze, glimpses 
"^^ white drapery or damask curtains that invited the entrance. 
*he doorway, with its portico and slender, twining banksia 
■^ and abundant garlands of passion-flower, was ready to 
^at the invitation — for the door was open, and revealed a 
*rge, roomy hall, broad and neatly covered ^vith. floor-cloth, 
•fid gleams of mahogany chairs and tables, and many other 
isteful matters, gave an air of refinement to the whole. The 
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garden in front had lost its beauty now ; the hot winds hid 
scorched ap the roses and withered the lilies, and the little 
sweet-scented violets had long since left their green beds and 
faded away. But still there was order manifest, and prospect 
for the future. The young poplars along the front were 
flourishing and promised a future shade, and the slender railiog 
and pretty gate spoke of care and taste. 

And this was Aland Creek I — was it, or was it not ? Hid 
some fairy wand been passed over the scene, and out of the old 
wreck phoenix-like had this creation arisen? or had he wan- 
dered out of his way, and, losing his track, suddenly come 
upon unknown premises? No.; there was the creek par ex- 
cellence, with its slender thread of a stream still wanderiog 
ripplingly along ; there were the same old gums, crooked sod 
weird, and bringing back memories of certain climbing exploits 
of his boyhood's days. There, too, was the store in the back- 
ground, that store the resources of which in those same old 
days had appeared inexhaustible ; and still more distant were 
the wool sheds and their accompanying offices ; all familiar 
tokens of the past, and proof positive that this was the veri* 
table Aland Creek after all. A change had indeed come over 
the spirit of his dream. William Aland stood, with one arm 
over the neck of his horse, from which he had dismounted— 
stood and looked wonderingly. It was among a knot of those 
gum trees he was standing ; he had a good view of the hoose^ 
of everything about it. How quiet and calm and orderly 
everything looked now; unlike that wretched, untidy, dirty 
home from which he had redeemed his cousin "Winnie. How 
would the interior arrangements comport with the outer? 
would the spirit of peace reign therein? and how would all 
this agree with Winnie and her feelings and actions? These 
were thoughts that were crossing his mind as he stood silently 
there in the shade. He presently led his horse across to the 
stables. They were unaltered, for they had always been 
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eared for, and there was certainly no mistake in them. Two 
or three horses were quietly eating in their stalls, now and 
&eQ stamping an impatient hoof to warn off the teasing flies. 
No other living animal gave testimony of its presence ; and 
pnliing down hay for his own horse, William Aland quietly 
went back towards the house. There were soft strains of 
music now floating on the breeze ; they came through one of 
^e open windows, a simple little air many times repeated, but 
sweet and prettily rendered — an old familiar air too, old and 
yet not old, for "Home, Sweet Home" will live freshly in 
the memory when many a modem air has had its day and 
passed away " like the baseless fabric of a vision, leaving no 
tace behind." 

" Home, sweet home ! ** and he was leaving his — leaving it 
with all its sweetness — leaving it with all its fond encircling 
memories and loves. Should he ever see it again? Was he 
knitting it for ever? and would its wide friendly portal never 
^ore receive him? Maybe so. Maybe in his search for gold 
^ would find death — oblivion to all his sorrows, his anguish. 

Oblivion ! Kay ; the soft melodious air came floating to- 
wards him with a denial of that word. It wakened memories 
'^S&in of one Sabbath evening at the Wallace's, when the voices 
of brothers and sisters sweetly joined in singing the '* Chris- 
t's *Sweet Home/' and again and again sounded the refrain 
in his ear, — 

** Home, home, sweet home ; 
There's no place like heaven — there's no place like home ! " 

^tit if there was truth in this — and why should there not be ? 
"-had he a right* to heaven as his home? Ah ! that was a 
lUestion of serious import ; a question he hurriedly put away 
^vn him, and, opening the gate, walked forward to the door. 
U he did so, a little, lithe figure came dancing down the hall, 
^ook in hand, her dark curls floating round her like a cloud, 

Q 
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and a joyous smile of welcome sparkling in her eyes &i 
boanded up to him with an exclamation of welcome, — 

" Cousin Willie ! Oh, I'm so glad 1 Why, we didn't ex 
you. Oh, this is good of you for coming." 

" I'm come to say good-bye for a long time, Ada," 
William, taking hold of both her hands and trying to res 
her dancing movements. '^ Where is uncle and the rest ? 

" * Good-bye ' ? Ah, you naughty man, I don't 1 
whether I'll let you in after that. Oh, papa is somewhere 
the sheep, I think ; not far off, though ; and mamma is g; 
orders in the kitchen. I'm waiting with my lesson til 
comes ; and Winnie — that's Winnie, don't you hear, pract 
in the parlour. Don't she play nicely for having learnt 
a little time ? She learns twice as fast as I did ; and ma 
says her touch is twice as good." 

What the '* touch " signified William did not know, bi 
could scarcely credit his ears — " That Winnie ? " He 
astonished : " Winnie, the wild romp — the untamable 
girl's fingers discoursing such sweet music ? " For simp 
it was, it was sweet ; the very delicacy of touch that 
spoke of giving it a double charm. After that he could be 
almost anything. 

Ada drew him into the house and towards the door o 
room from which the sounds of music proceeded. But 
voices had entered before them, and as they stood in the 
way Winnie rose quickly from the music-stool and cam( 
ward, the pink deepening on her cheeks as she did so, an* 
old familiar name upon her lips, in her surprise, — 

" Willie ! " 

" You did not expect to see me, then, Winnie : I intc 
to take you by surprise." 

"Yes," shouted Ada, " he is a naughty man, Winnie; 
going away, and come to bid us good-bye." 

" Good-bye ? " repeated Wipnie mechanically. 
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" For a time/* added William. " I am going to Victoria, 
could not leave the colony without saying good-hye." 
** To the diggings ? " said Winnie faintly, the colour slowly 
ding away from her cheeks and leaving her very pale< 
le had heard so much of the diggings, so many wonderful 
ories, deeply tinctured with the horrible, the marvellous, and 
8 profane, from so many return diggers on their homeward 
»iite, that the very name was a bugbear to her. 
"Yes," said William, smiling. " Nothing very strange in 
lat ; is there ? Plenty of men have gone before me ; have 
ley not ? " 

" Hundreds and hundreds," said Ada, with sparkling eyes. 
Don't we see them pass here in shoals, Winnie ? I do believe 
f I were a man, Pd go myself" 
"Well done, little one ! " 

"I should dearly like to dig for gold/' said the child ex- 
itedly. 

"Nonsense, Ada; you don't know what you are talking 
bout," said Winnie, half impatiently. "I can understand 
«y well," she continued, ** why the poor, or the reckless, or 
leindolent, should choose the digging life, with all its dangers ; 
It I do not know — I cannot comprehend why you, who are 
Bither indolent, nor poor, nor reckless, should care to leave 
ome and all you hold dear for the mere chance of finding 
)ld. 

**Tm not so rich for that matter, but I might desire to be 
cher. Don't you remember, too, that I never cared much 
1* fanning ? I intend to buy a sheep run with the gold I 
^t; that is, when I come back." 

** When you come back," said Winnie, in a low, somewhat 
^r voice, as she led the way into the other room — the 
^y sitting-room into which we have before introduced our 
^ers — ^and where the footsteps of Mrs. Aland had turned 
their passage from the kitchen. William Aland received a 

q2 
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warm and pleasant greeting here, and as warm protestations 
against his intended expedition as he expected and had hitherto 
received. He smilingly parried them all, laughed at the 
dangers they told him of as mere tales of disappointed diggers, 
and talked of the splendid specimens he would hring for Ada 
on his return. 

" How long will that be first ? " she exclaimed with childish 
eagerness, climbing on his knees and laying her head against 
his arm, when she and Winnie were again a few moments 
alone with him, Mrs, Aland having departed on hospitable 
mission. 

** Twelve months, I dare say," said William ; " that is not 
very long, is it ? " 

« Oh, but indeed it is 1 " 

** Winnie does not think so,** he replied, glancing up at his 
cousin, who was standing at the. window, her elbow leaning 
on the sill, and her head supported by her hand. What an 
alteration a few months had made in her ; how time had | 
' rounded and moulded into grace those once angular outlines ; 
how refining influences had softened and intellectual pursuits 
added expression to a face that always had borne fair prospect 
for the future. Winnie, with her soft blue eyes, her fair hair 
with its golden tint, now falling in soft burdens on her neck» 
looked absolutely pretty. So he thought as he looked at her^ 
with the delicate blue morning dress depending in soft foli^. 
around her — as unlike the Winnie of old as could possibly h^ 
— and yet Edith was uppermost in his thoughts as he look^^ 
at her, uppermost even when, turning away her face coti*^^ 
pletely from him, she replied hurriedly, — 

" You know better, Willie. It is very wrong for you to g*^ 
Poor aunt ; I am sure you will have grieved her. Why n0® 
you go ? " she asked, coming nearer to him in her earnestn©^^' 
as Ada ran off to fetch a pet spaniel she was anxious ^ 
exhibit 
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'To get gold," he replied, rather brusquely. "I'm lii:e 

kind-^smitten with the gold-fever, I suppose." 

' Suppose the gold-fever ends in death ? " There were 

*s in Winnie's eyes as she spoke ; she turned away to the 

dow again to hide them. 

' Well, suppose so, there will be one less in the world ; one 

for you to trouble about, Winnifi^d Aland." 
t was his old form of expression : how proud and distant 
lounded. She bowed down her head in her hands, and 
rs came welling between her fingers. 
' What then, Winnie ? " he continued, more softly, rising 
I laying his hand on her arm. ''We must all die some 
e, yon know." 

'Yes," said Winnie, between her sobs. "Yes, but after 
th the judgment — the judgment, Willie ; think of that ! " 
' (jod is merciful," replied William, after a moment. *' Do 
I think me such a sinner as to be past His mercy ? " 
' No, no," said Winnie, fearfully excited, " I don't think 
t ; but, Willie, it is only Jesus can save, and I don't think 

don't think you love Him ; I don't think you have asked 
Q to forgive you." 

le could not say he had, truthfully ; he knew he had not ; 
knew in the pride of his own heart he had chosen his own 
r, and thought but little of future judgment. He did not 
I to have his sins brought to remembrance even now, and 
)d moodily by her side, looking out upon the garden, with 
vines and young fruit trees, and the bare brown hills 
end. 

' You are mistaken, Winnie," he presently said, in a low, 
idy voice ; *' you will see me back here in a twelvemonth 
! am successful ; certainly not without. It's better every 
r that I should go now. You'd say so if you knew all. 
vrever, pray for me, Winnie. I may be an altered man 
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It was their solitary interview together. Ada came dancing 
back, with her spaniel at her heels ; and presently Mr. and 
Mrs. Aland followed, attended by the servant with refreah- 
ments ; and Winnie escaped for a time to her room to cry 
again, and bathe her eyes, and endeavour to compose herBelf 
before she went back to his sitting-room ; for William had but 
little time to stay, he had to rejoin his mates that evening; 
and if she coald not have his company alone, _she would see 
all she could of him, and learn all about his destination. For 
the rest of the time of his stay he and his uncle were folly 
engrossed in conversation, and time flew on wings to Winnie. 
Just for one moment she stood alone at his side in the porch. 
As he was leaving, the others had passed out to his horse ; 
she remained behind. She did not refuse her hand now, or 
shrink from his side ; but pressing a little Bible into his, she 
whispered, — 

*' Read it, Willie, for my sake." 

" Dear Winnie, I will, whatever it is," he answered, and 
was gone. 

For many hours after that Winnie was nowhere to be 
found : not, indeed, that any direct search was instituted. Tb© 
womanly instincts of Mrs. Aland convinced her that for » 
little while solitude was better, and she had no fear of Winnie 
desiring anything else. Yet even she was beginning to feel 
uneasy and anxious as the shadows began to fall and the sua 
sank slowly behind the hills, while gradually the train of 
crimson and purple and gold died out, and on the grey mantle 
of evening shone forth the silver crescent of a moon. It wM 
then, however, when the twilight had really deepened, and the 
slight silvery radiance from that scrap of moon became visible 
that Winnie turned slowly back to her home. There had 
been a long, a severe struggle throughout that day that had 
not left her scathless. All traces of tears were gone, but 
the paleness of her cheeks and the heavy eyelids had their 
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vn tale to tell ; a tale Mrs. Aland silently read and quietly 
rmpathized with ; but she never sought for a moment to 
rovoke a confidence that was altogether withheld, and 
msequently how that day had been passed was never known. 

And so Winnie ^slowly lapsed once more into her regular 
aties and studies ; listlessly at first, with a pre-occupied, sor- 
owful countenance and slow step, but gradually the old zest, 
nd even some of the old life, returned, and she once more 
lecame as apt a pupil as Mrs. Aland could desire, and as 
theerfal a companion for het little sister as was requisite to 
Dake her home a happy one. The days of the arrival of 
6tters and papers were the red-letter days of her experience 
low; all Melbourne news, diggings intelligence especially, 
i^ greedily devoured. Letters there came none for a long 
i^eary time, and when at last one arrived in William Aland's 
^ell-known handwriting it was for her uncle, and not for her — 
^ few brief, business sort of lines, full of nuggets and gold- 
^fs and shafts and cradles. The last line was the golden 
^e to her, " Give my love to cousin Winnie, and tell her I 
^U write her when I have anything worth writing about." 
^Q never forgot those words. She wrote them down ; she 
'<idered over them in her heart of hearts. What hidden 
^ning did they contain ? She felt sure that they meant 
^[lethiDg worth writing about Eh, if he could write and 
1 her that he had found the true '* gold," would it not be 
od news — worth writing about, worth hearing I If he 
Uld tell her that the grief that was at her heart had gone 
t;hat Edith was forgotten ; was that what he thought she 
^vld be glad to hear ? Poor Winnie, she bowed her face 
her hands at the thought, and her heart responded for 
^ — it would indeed be a good hearing. She knew right 
^U now the reason for his departure. She had heard from 
^zie Wallace of Edith's engagement; and that accomplished, 

was marvellous how kindly she could think and speak of 
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one who had been so long considered in the light of an eoemjr. 
Whatever the news that would be "worth hearing" might 
ultimately prove, Winnie watched and waited for it with longing 
impatience and with a sad sinking of heart as mail after mail 
came in, and that one letter came not. 

More than one young sheep-farmer — more than one wealthy 
bachelor squatter meanwhile began to discover charms in the 
neighbourhood of Aland Creek, and to take pleasure in the 
society assembled there. It was not likely that Winnie, 
springing so rapidly into fair womanhood as she had done, 
would remain without her share of admiration. Quietly and 
simply she took all the attentions bestowed upon her. She 
treated all alike, but encouraged none ; and though most 
obviously her father would have been glad to see her the 
bride of one of the frequenters of their homestead, no soeh 
thought crossed her mind. She never forgot Willie ; never for- 
got him, night or morning ; his name was mingled with eveij 
prayer. She knew that he was surrounded by danger, and 
she prayed for his safety. She feared the prevaleoce of 
temptation, and she besought that he might be kept — "kept 
by the power of God." She feared he was sceptical as to 
Divine things, and she asked earnestly, with tears, that his ejes 
might be opened to discern the beauty of the things she bad 
learnt to love — ^the beauty and glory of the religion of the 
cross. Oh, how earnestly she coveted for him the best gift8» 
the "golden gifts," that Christianity has to bestow. She 
asked not, craved not for him the gold of the earth so much 
as the stores' of heaven — the gold of Ophir — which never 
tarnish ; and sometimes as she sat in the solitude of her 
own room, reading and praying and thinking of the future, » 
peace would flood her own soul with its ineffable sweetneflSf 
and a belief that that future contained answers to prayer i^ 
no ordinary degree would entirely possess her, and render her 
very happy. 
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And 80 WiDnie Aland thought and prayed and dreamed 
lach day, occupied meanwhile with ordinary avocations, and 
nixed up with ordinary society. She was of the present, 
mtwardly, but her real life, her real hopes, were all of the 
Vitore, and gradually it assumed a golden aspect to her. 



CHAPTER XXVIIL 

ARCADIAN DOINGS. 

&JB we have previously hinted to our readers, Edith's engage- 
ment to Lindly Duncan was a reality and no mere rumour. 
Martin had jealously looked upon his frequent visits to the 
* Wren's Nest," even though Harry's well-being had so much 
^ do with the matter. He felt an unutterable reluctance to 
field up the hand of his little sister — to part with one of his 
lihoice golden gifts, as he termed her ; and the nearer and 
'Roarer that consummation approached, the greater grew his 
reluctance, even though at the same time he had learnt to 
^teem and regard with very brotherly feelings the one who 
'ought to make that gift his own. 

Lizzie knew all about it from the first, knew it was inevi- 
^Me, and eventually got reconciled to the idea of yielding up 
aer sweet sister. By-and-by she even rejoiced at the thought 
^^the kind and loving hands into which she should yield her, 
^^ the fair home and the competence, and even luxury, which 
^onld surround her as the wife of Lindly Duncan ; and when 
^^^ evening Edith threw herself into her arms, and with many 
^lushes and some tears confessed that Lindly had asked her 
^ be his, and she had not refused, Lizzie had only warm 
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congratalAtions and many blessings to add in retarn for the 
confidence. 

That night also, as thej walked up and down the garden in 
the Tain endeavour to find a breath of air, that dreaded i^ 
plication for the little hand had been made in all due form to 
Martin by Lindlj Duncan. The answer that was given to 
the application is not recorded, but that at least it was i 
favourable one is certain, for after a time when the gentlemen 
rejoined the sisters — who were seated in the shadow of the 
verandah, looking out at the distant hills, now flooded with 
moonlight, and conversing in low whispers — Martin walked 
deliberately up to his youngest sister, took her in his arm% 
and kissed her warmly, then silently placed her hand in Lindlj's, 
and followed Lizzie into the house. 

'' It's come at last, Lizzie," he presently said, as he saw the 
two others walk off into the moonlight he had quitted, and 
beyond that into the shada '* It's come at last, you see; and 
I — well, of course I could not refuse." 

^' 1 suppose not," said Lizzie drily; and she presently added, 
with a sly little upturned look into her brother's face, as she 
placed her hand on his shoulder, *' ' A fellow-feeling makes ns 
wondrous kind.' " 

" I do not know, I'm sure, what you mean by a * fellow- 
feeling,' " replied Martin, rather gravely; " or if I do, lonlf 
know that I have no right to indulge in such, in any sense of 
the word — that is at present," he added, after a little pause. 

" The way will be made clear for this as for Edith's engag®" 
ment," said Lizzie fondly; " never fear, it will be all right" 

"I believe that," replied Martin moodily. "Whicherer 
way it is, it will be right no doubt, though it is hard sometUD^ 
waiting." 

" We know God's time and way is best, but we so 
would rather have our own," said Lizzie, with a sigh, 
there was a little pause after that, in which the solemn ticking 
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* the clock, the croaking of the frogs, and buzz of the insects, 
kd even the whirling to and fro of a large moth and its 
scasional contact with the ceiling, were plainly audible. Then 
izzie spoke again, — 

"You do not regret Edith's engagement; do you, Martin?" 
"As an engagement, certainly not," replied Martin decidedly. 
It is a mere piece of selfishness to regret it in any way, I 
mfess, since the dear child's happiness seems bound up in it. 
indly Duncan has gained a wonderful ascendancy over her. 
To; I ought not to regret what makes her happiness. It is 
elfish, but it does seem hard to part with our golden gifts. 
km't you leave me, Lizzie." 

She said nothing to that, only laid down her head upon his 
iioulder and sat silently thinking ; thinking not indeed of 
laying him, but of the probability of his leaving her. Had 
e not already veritably left her ; were not his hopes, his 
esires, his inclinations, all diverging from her ; and if only 
)rtune favoured him, was not the sharing of his future to be 
elegated to other and younger affections? That evening 
Bpecially her suspicions were confirmed. She understood 
lueh that was troubling him — ^the long and patient waiting it 
equired before he, as an honourable man, could hope to present 
imself in a favourable light before Mr. Kingsley as the wooer 
f his daughter. Her faith was stronger; she fully believed 
bat the path would be made clear and plain, and that, in 
iHne way or other, dear little Thurza would yet become her 
rother's wife.' At present all was uncertain — nothing visible, 
tutin was certainly progressing ; not retrograding. Even 
hose very diggings were advancing his prosperity — taking 
^ay the male population, and rendering of double, nay, even 
riple value all masculine labour. Yes; he was certainly pro- 
I'essing, and would progress. Then Edith would soon be 
^ovided for, and Henry was fast on the way for his own 
rovision ; all this would help on the purpose that he had at 
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heart She never thought of her own large share in the familj 
aggrandisement — of the pounds and pounds of butter, of the 
neat little cheeses, of the excellent hams of her curing, that 
found their waj and met with great acceptance in the Adelaide 
market. But she could not help wondering a little what her 
future might be, or where her footsteps should be turned 
when Martin brought home his bride in the future. ^' That 
also will be all right," at last she thought to herself, as rising 
from her brother's side, she began to light the lamp, and called 
Martha to arrange the simple supper, for the strokes from^ 
clock warned her of the lateness of the hour. ^* Yes; her 
future would surely be well provided for; she had nothing to 
fear." And she went about the room removing books and 
work, and arranging fresh fruit upon the supper-table, and 
quietly singing meanwhile, — 

** I woald be treated a& a child, 
And guided as I go.** 

till her brother turned and looked wonderingly, and yet with 
admiration, upon her. 

" What a golden gift she is," he thought to himself as he 
went out of the room. " Golden ! she is a precious jewel in 
our family crown if there ever was one. We don't value her 
enough." 

After that evening Edith's engagement was accepted as a 
regular thing; and Lindly Duncan's visits became permanent 
regular, and thoroughly expected. Every Saturday afternooa 
he gladly turned from the heat and toil of town, shook off the 
dust of a week's contact with mercantile pursuits, as well as the 
veritable dust of the streets, and found a pleasant haven of 
rest and peace in the *' Wren's Nest" To Martin he proved 
an admirable coadjutor, aiding him in all his religious objects, 
even preaching to the people, much to their satisfaction and 
edification. Edith meanwhile was quietly happy, the more bo 
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u he who had gained her affections had won the love of her 
rest and earliest companions ; so that veritably the family 
lid be yet unbroken, even when her presence was claimed 
inother home. They were still all of one heart and mind, 
I BO would ever remain. 

That sea-side residence had given fresh strength and life to 
ith, in connexion with the other events that had followed 
its train. She was no longer drooping or desponding ; 
usie found her a wonderful assistance this summer with the 
irj produce, and the golden butter turned into golden coin 
repay them for the trouble. Martin had to get help for 
i little harvest ; additional labour was of course entailed 
on his sisters and their maid. They did not mind that; it 
is rather out of the ordinary way, and good fun Edith said. 
id so it was in the manner they conducted their entertain- 
mt. Hand-reaping requires many hands, even to a com- 
ratively small portion of wheat ; quite too many for comfort- 
le seating in the " Wren's Nest " dining-room. What was 
be done ? was the question mooted prior to the arrival of 
e men and their reaping-hooks. It was a serious question 
(^[uiring a serious answer ; but Edith's laughing suggestion 
3n the day, — 
" Why, Martin, the Cape ivy walk ; what can be better. 

affords a delicious shade from the sun, and yet admits a 
easant breeze." 

'^ Capital Edie. But what to do for a table and seats ? " 
" Those planks that were to have floored Harry's office ; 
on't they do ? " 

" The very thing ; yes. I'll set to work at once, and will 
Lve seats, and a table too, in no time. There's plenty of 
9eping room in the barn." 
And so it was arranged, and a most arcadian affair it seemed 

be : the men had never been so feted in their lives before, 
was real pleasure to come in from the hot harvest-fields and 
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find water and soap and towels awaiting tbem to remove the 
dust and the heat of the paddock, and then entering that codi 
refeshing bower to discover, delicately arranged for them ob 
pare white cloths, bright kniyes and glasses, and fine hams and 
beef, and pies and puddings in profusion ; while the two &ff 
wutresses attended to their wants, and dealt round unsparinglf 
kind, cheerful words and wreathed smiles. In the midst rf 
all came Thurza. She had a passion for Arcadia, she said, 
and had at last persuaded papa that it was necessary for her 
happiness and health to take another peep at it; and, as • 
reward, she had promised to return with Edith as soon tB 
harvesting was over. And so a third fair sylph was added 
to the bewildering of the poor men, who at first were almost 
too bewildered to enjoy their happiness to the full. Bat that 
condition did not continue long; the good things, the snbstaa- 
tial things of the earth, won the day; and even the preseoee 
of this fair trio could not abate the appetites that had sncli 
excellent fare spread forth for their entertainment. 

^'Do you not think Edie's arrangement was good, Miss 
Thurza ? " asked Martin, as he came in from work a little 
before the men, the day after Thurza's arrival, and stood at 
the entrance of the walk, which in honour of her arrival had 
been further decorated by an archway of flowers ; while 
among the dishes on the table were flowers here and t^ere 
interspersed in perfect gala fashion. 

" Arcadian, sir ; that's all I can say," replied Thur» 
saucily ; "I always said you lived in Eden. I shall call it 
Arcadia for the future." 

" I confess it does look something like it. The men are 
wonderfully entertained and delighted, I'm suie. You ladies 
do us too much honour." 

" Oh, don't take all the honour to yourselves," said Thuraa, 
with a playful toss of the head. "It is amusement to ns; is 
it not, Edie ? We like the fun of it all ; it takes away half 
the iabour to see things look pretty." 
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'Thnrza has been busy enough to-day," said Edie sig- 
cantly; "you had some of the results in your luuch-bag this 
ming. Did not your finer sense discern the fact ? " 
* It did discern that what the bag contained was most ex- 
lent/' said Martin, with a smile of such pleasure that Thurza 
.oared and turned away with a light laugh, at the same time 
claiming, in expostulating tones, — 
" Edith, you ought not to betray me ; it's too bad." 
Martin did not think so, for his eye thanked Edith for the 
trayal; and he turned and kissed his sister, in acknowledge- 
Bnt, 'as Thurza disappeared after Lizzie to the house. 
" She's the dearest little thing possible, Martin," whispered 
die, looking after her. " She has been working with a will 
-day, I can tell you, and filled your bag herself. Won't you 
ye her me some day as a sister ?" she slyly added. 
He shook his head. " My dear little Edith, I dare not think 
' it ; I am comparatively a poor man. I could not ask her 

share my poverty." 

" Why not ? If she's a true-hearted girl she would, I'm 
ire of it Besides, you're not poor; and I am sure Thurza 
ves you." 

" Edid, beware how you foster false hopes ! " said Martin, 
ith'deep emotion. 

** But they're not false hopes ; I've known for a long time 
lat Thiirza's little heart was in your keeping. 

" Edie, she never told you that." 

"No; but trust a woman for finding out that much." 

" Especially one who knows something of the matter herself; 
3, Edie ? " said Martin, smiling. 

" Yes ; admitted," replied Edith, with a bright blush. 

"Don't say any more, Edie," Martin presently added, 
lecking the joyous beating of his heart at the hope his sister 
id given him. "I have others to contend with, even if 
hurza does care for me, as you say. I must not think of it 
)t." 
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** Remember, though, Martin dear, there's two to I 
happj or miserable ; and don't forget mj darling little 
has a very impulsive heart." 

He didn't forget anything she said. She was ce 
that, when many times after she saw his eye resting n 
light little figure that flitted about from one to anothe 
ing substantials or delicacies. Nor was he jealous 
she did not once in those flittings to and fro appro 
comer. Something in the flush upon her cheek — soi 
in the light of her eye, down-drooping as it was, co 
Edie's tale, and made him happy and contented even ^ 
seeming neglect. 

And so the harvest passed over. The wheat wai 
housed — some within the barn, some despatched to A 
markets. Arcadia was Arcadia no longer, Edith sa 
Thurza contended to the contrary. 

*' It's on the wane, at any rate," said Edie. 

" That may be," said Thurza ; but look at the vines 
glorious clusters there will be yet; look at those young 
trees — what sunny cheeks the fruit is already wearing 
Arcadian still — leafy, and bowery, and fair. The vei 
brown as they are, look lovely ; and those grand colu 
trees, with their long straight trunks towering upwards 

*' You like the hills better than the sea-beach, Thurz 
Edith mischievously. 

" Of course I do," replied Thurza, with a slight accei 
colour, and a retort courteous on her lips. " I don't exp 
to be so enthusiastic; the sea-side is more to your 1 
is so near Adelaide! Well, I like the sea too ; it is g 
magnificent; I admire, I wonder at it But I love th 
they seem so full of the loving-kindness and mercy oi 
and the last was uttered in a low, subdued tone, as thoi 
speaker was realizing somewhat even of that loving-k; 
in her own heart. 
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** It has always struck me so," was the quiet reply; but the 
oice was not the same, and Thurza turned round abruptly, to 
Lnd Edith gone, and Martin in her place, 

**It appears to me that every one must think so," Thurza 
prent on, turning back to her gaze upon the hills, and nervously 
pulling the leaves from the passion-flower at her side, till the 
ground at her feet was strewn with the green morsels. 

*' Every one cannot realize the mercy and loving-kindness 
of Grod, even in His choicest gifts," replied Martin gravely, 
and yet with a joyous thrill pervading his frame. " They are 
only esteemed ' golden gifts ' to the heart that can appreciate 
them, and lovingly exclaim, * My Father made them all.' " 

"Do you think not ?" said Thurza, looking down, and tears 
stealing to her eyes. " Surely there are numbers who admire 
— nay, almost worship the beauties of nature, who yet care 
liot to call God their Father I " 

'* Pardon me, but that is not the question. Admiration, 
delight-^nay, even worship, it is possible to have for Nature's 
l>eauty ; but recognition of His mercy and love, displayed 
throQghout those works, I think is akin only to the love that 
^nteth from on high, that is kindled at no earthly altar. It 
"Was this love, I think, gave power and beauty to David's song, 
^hen he burst forth so rapturously, — * When I consider the 
heavens the work of Thy fingers, the moon and stars which 
Thou hast ordained, what is man that Thou art mindful of 
him? and the son of man that Thou visitest him?' Can you 
^ot fancy you see the inspired psalmist seated amidst such 
^luignificent hills as these and singing, ' The strength of the 
hills is His also.?'" 

**Yes," said Thurza, in a low voice, looking up again with 
fixed gaze and clasped hands at the beautiful scenery in the 
^stance, over which the parting sunbeams were diffusing rosy 
gloiy ; <<it is a beautiful simile. There is strength in those 
'iillar-HiB strength." 

B 
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^'Eren so. His strengtk, which is to he made perfect in oar 
wesknees; E[is streiigth, thst is to he oar defence, our rereward, 
oar Tsngnmrd: 'ss the moontmins are about Jerasalem, so u6 
Lord b roond aboat His people.' Is it not wonderfiil thai 
thej should erer fear? " 

*" Yes ; if they know, if the^ are sure thej are among Hii 
people,"* Thona (Mieeentlj replied. It was the doubt of bff 
own heart finding words. 

" ' Then shall thej know, if thej follow on to know the 
Lord,' " was Martin's answer, as he rose to obey his sister^s 
summons to supper; and Thurza mused over the words, and 
wondered whether that knowledge would ever be hers — whether, 
indeed, she was *^ following oo," as he intended, as he evidentlj 
wished her to be. 

It was her last eyening among the hills. She carried off 
Edith next day, to make trial of the sea-breezes; and Martin 
and Lizzie were left among the hills to themselves. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

WHAT BEFELL ADA OBET* 

Autumn set in gloriously that year — set in with soft breezes, 
pleasant sxmshine, and a renewal of flowers that were refresh- 
ing to behold after the burnt, dry aspect of the country, tke 
scorched-up Flora, and sere and yellow hill-tops. Showera, 
cool and invigorating, fell softly in the night time. Itw»B 
cleiigntful to be in bed and listen to the musical fall of the rain- 
drops— now playfully beating against the windows, now gently 
plashing at their foot Soft, refreshing showers they were; 
forewarning, perhaps, what the winter would bring— nothbg 
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ore. With the daylight came back the cheerfal sunlight, 
ith but little heat; for the night showers cooled the air, and 
le sun looked serenely on the moistened ground, and took 
oly a portion of its moisture, and gradually tiny green blades 
f grass sprang up amidst the burnt-up blades of summer, and 
he whole face of the country began to change beneath its 
nfluence. 

We are speaking of the changes as they were at Aland 
[ISreek, and as Winnie and her little sister Ada found them in 
^h«r frequent long walks — walks in which they took great 
pleasure, and which were as invigorating to their minds as to 
liheir bodies. Ada was a curious child — fond of diving into 
the meaning of things^ fond of discovering the cause of au 
effect ; and she searched about, wonderfully wise-looking, 
^ongh sometimes as wonderfully puzzled, but generally came 
off the better for her searching: not always, though — her 
curiosity once nearly cost her dearly. She had followed one 
of the shepherds one day in summer to look at an old sheep 
^t had hurt its foot very badly, when a peculiar hissing noise 
attracted her attention. She stood still and listened, and the 
shepherd without noticing passed on. The noise increasing, 
^6 commenced an eager search on every side among the 
onshes and scrubby underwood, when presently, from behind 
^ huge boulder of rock^ sprang forth a large black snake. 
With a wild shriek of terror she turned to fly, the snake 
t^Vsuing, when a sturdy blow from a stick laid the reptile 
prostrate ; for the shepherd, missing the child, had returned 
i^t in time to save her from its fangs. 

Another time she had her fingers severely bitten by the teeth 
^f some under-ground animal — a wombat or kangaroo rat, or 
Something of the kind — into whose burrow she had incautiously 
Userted her little uncovered hand and arm, hoping to secure 
or herself one of the many pretty rabbits she often saw run- 
ling about the scrub; and once having a great inclination to 

B 2 
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Tiew more cloeelj a rerj pretty blmck and white calf, the 
spring of a rerr faToarite old cow, rejoicing in the euphomoos 
name of '' Daisj,** she rerj neaiij made intimate acqaaintanoe 
with the tips of the said fiiToorite's horns, and turned an no- 
easj somersault in the air; for "Daisy," though generallja 
Terj well-behaved and respectable cow in its way, had not , 
all the motherly instincts about her, and apprehending dangtf ' 
to the little black and white morsel at her side, prepared to 
do battle instanter. 

Hitherto, however, amidst all her curiosity and its conse* 
quences, nothing very serious had befallen our little towB 
maiden ; a few scratches, a few bites, and a few needktf 
blows were about the sum total of her chapter of accidents. 
Some of the men used to laugh and say that there was a spell 
round the child, and that no real harm could overtake her; 
and one old Irishman declared that she must have a four- 
leaved clover about her, or else some precious relic that with- 
stood all manner of eviL 

But neither the spell nor the relic, supposing she veritably 
possessed them, sufficed to save her from the trouble that beset 
her, and the terrible state of anxiety and terror into which 
the whole family of Alaud Creek were thrown one day in the 
latter part of autumn, just before it yielded to the cold an^ 
damp and rain and storm of winter. 

That day in Ada Grey's waking moments had seemed • 
thorough red-letter day in her estimation. For nearly th^ 
. first time in her life she was to be left to her own guardias* 
ship, or nearly so : for of course the servants were presumed 
to have some supervision over the little maiden, though in her 
own secret thoughts she acknowledged none. Mr. and Mrs* 
Aland and Winnie were all invited to a rather distant statioa 
to a wedding festival, and as it was considered rather too &r 
for an excursion on horseback for the little lady, she was con- 
sequently left behind,, with strict injunctions to herself, and 
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secret ones to the servants, which it would have been well 
for all had thej more carefully attended to. 

Yeij proud and happj, and very much her own mistress, 
feh little Ada as she sat at breakfast that morning in solitary 
state, pouring out unnumbered though tiny cups of tea from a 
small silver teapot, into a china cup that a fairy might have 
enTied, and eating her toast and egg with a relish which it 
was amusing to behold ; not entirely alone, though, for her 
best doll — the large waxen baby — sat, with widely-open blue 
eyes, on one side of her, fastened into a chair by a blue sash ; 
tnd her favourite little dog, on another chair, sat wagging his 
tail, and blinking his bright black eyes, and occasionally beg- 
ging for the morsel which fell to his share from an unsparing 
band; and between these two she divided her attentions 
pretty equally, talking gaily, and promising all sorts of untold 
pleasures to each. 

It was a lovely day — a kind of compromise between summer 
^d winter. The showers that had fallen gave birth to huur 
dreds of grassy blades, and something of the burnt, parched 
appearance of hill and dale was disappearing. The trees were 
>oft and green and bowery ; the dear old gums, so rich and 
in foliage round Aland Creek as they were, looked 
y washed ; so Ada thought as she stood leaning both 
ws on the window-sill and gazing out into the distance, 
^r the important business of breakfast had been dismissed, 
Uid she was left to her own will and pleasure again. She 
opened the window widely, and allowed the soft fresh air to 
^der in and play with her dark curls, which she pushed back 
dth both hands — something after the manner of Thurza 
angsley — half eagerly, half impatiently. She wanted to be 
it among those hills ; she hadn't been half far enough, and 
le delicious haze that had gathered oyer them was like an 
chanting veil hiding the form of a beautiful bride, to her 
rid imagination. From those hills the soft fragrant breezes 
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wandered ; the soft, plaintire coo-eoo of the mawpawk eune 
tbenee, mellowed bj the distance ; the rosella parrots, aod 
those splendid bronze- winged pigeons all had their resting- 
places, their nests, their lairs amidst those green bowery-look- 
ing branches. Well, what a walk she wonld take bj-and-bj; 
and tnmiog with a sigh of regret awaj from the window, she 
slowly walked to the parlour, and as slowlj opened the piaD(^ 
put Czemej's Exercises upon the music-stand, and preparod 
for her accustomed hour of practice ; for though all other 
tasks were eschewed for the day, it had been stipulated thst 
the practice was regularly and carefully to proceed. Certainlj) 
that window peep, and the dream that followed, were not very 
good preparations for anything quite so practical as tbe exe^ 
oises and scales that followed. Ada's little heart rebelled 
against them as an infringement on her day's freedom, sod 
inwardly resolved to make up for the restraint by the excellent 
walk she would have afterwards, and the unnumbered reve- 
lations she should have by-^ind-'by for Winnie. 

** Never mind, little doggie," she said, with a patronizing 
nod to her pet, as he sat on the mat at her feet, looking np»^ 
her with bright restless eyes, and a wagging tail; "neter 
mind,*' she exclaimed, finishing off an elaborate exercise with 
a diwh which savoured strongly of impatience, " we will m»k® 
up for it all by-and-by, won't we ? " and the little bark ths^ 
ronpoiulod was quite a sufficiently intelligible answer for her. 

I*iooe after piece, however, was faithfully concluded-' 
fkitht\illY if not carefully practised. The little maiden's 
thoughts were certainly not with her fingers, and her ejes 
woiv vorr ofton indeed turned back to the alabaster clock on 
iho umnlt'lpitHH> with an inward impatience at the slow, teif 
«iK\w luoYtMuout of the hands. But even a tedious hooi'i 
|\)ii^olUH> will at length come to an end ; and as nine ekir 
WU-^ik0 »li\4(«>« i^U from the monitor of Time, Ada spnai 
iV\»ii hfM" M>al — uearljr up^eiiing her carlj pe^ who bega 
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l)ari[ing loadly ; and closing music-books and piano at once, 
placing the former in their accnstomed places, she skipped gaily 
<Nitof the room, followed by her dog, and proceeded to pre- 
pare for her anticipated ramble. 

" Let me see," she exclaimed, considering, as she tied her 
large hat, and pulled on her long gloves, for her mamma made 
W wear these latter in spite of her dislike to them. ^* Let 
tee see ; I will take my little basket, and some cakes for lunch, 
and a little tin pail of milk, in case I should be thirsty — then 
I needn't hurry home quite so soon, for as I dine all alone to- 
daj it don't matter much what time I dine.'' 

''No, Miss Ada," said Martha ; ^' but I advise you not to 
go too far, nor anywhere but just in places you know quite 
Veil ; for it would be a job if you were lost, and your ma out. 
Wt go for to do that." 

** I shan't lose myself, Martha, never fear ! " said Ada 
prondly. 

'' And don't be late ; there's a dear. I'll get something ever 
80 nice for your dinner if you're home in time." 

TU be home in time," said Ada, laughing: ^'I like nice 
tlnngs. I know the time by the sun and the shadow it throws 
iK>w," she added, proud of her bush knowledge ; and, pinning 
W little square shawl at her neck, away she ran, her little 
basket and can swinging from her hand, and her curly dog at 
ber heels as gleeful and gay as herself. 

, The cool morning air was invigorating, and the sunshine just 
pleasantly warm ; such a sunshine as is very welcome, giving a 
bright, cheerful aspect to eveiything around, without the sear- 
ing, burning, withering influence that summer's sun brings 
inth it. The creeks were running now, merrily, cheerily — 
ippling playfully over the stones, and in some places even 
brming into tiny imitation cascades. The frogs had resumed 
heir monotonous, but yet not unmusical, croak, and a perfect 
horuB of magpie melody came gushing forth from the thick 
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tree-branches, enough to make the heart of any child glad. 
Ada sped along with her dog at her heels and her basket in 
her hand. She had managed to fix the tiresome can of milk 
inside the basket, and so to make one bundle of it ; for, sootk 
to say, those little hands of hers waxed sadly impatient of tbe 
slight weight, and more than once Carlo's neck was reviewed 
very critically as the thought transpired whether it would not 
be possible to transfer the burden. Happily for the poor little 
animal, the shortness of his legs proved a decided barrier to 
any such scheme ; and Ada had to pursue her way with her 
basket whether she would or not, for she had no inclination to 
renounce her luncheon, however burdensome it became. 

On, on towards the hazy hills. The haze gradually uplifted 
itself as she approached, and the trees lost some of the chann 
distance had given them ; the quaint old trunks, with frag- 
ments of bark depending forlornly from them ; others, from 
which the bark had entirely parted, were white and glistening 
and bare. The ground beneath the trees was covered with 
those barky fragments and broken boughs. Here and there 
she had either to climb over or go round some fallen monster, 
whose huge trunk and voluminous and manifold branches 
spanned her path. She usually chose the former plan. It was 
good fun that climbing from limb to limb, good fun scaring 
the opossums that were yet busy among the relics of their 
former home. Little Carlo. seemed to enjoy the sport quite as 
much as his mistress, and between them the lapse of time was 
quite forgotten, and distance too, till the sun grew very high 
in the heavens, and began to shape his course in a descending 
position. Then Ada suddenly remembered the contents of hef 
basket, and sitting down on a fallen log, invited Carlo to a seat 
at her side, throwing him first a share of meat she had brought 
specially for his gratification, and then, in perfectly good 
spirits, applying herself to the sandwiches and cake and milk 
Martha had so carefully prepared for her. Between the two 
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the milk was soon gone, and the little empty pail put back into 
the basket, though Martha's supply of cake was not much 
diminished, the sandwiches proving sufficient But now, the 
luncheon dismissed, the lateness of the hour suddenly flashed 
into the child's memory. She glanced up at the sun, now on 
its descent towards the west, and started. 

" Why, Carlo, poor little doggie, we mustn't go any farther, 
I declare," she exclaimed : '' it's ever so late — long past 
dinner. I suppose we've come a good way, for I feel rather 
tired : supposing we go back now, little doggie." And she 
turned round to seek the homeward track. More easily said 
than done : which that homeward track was she could not 
distinguish ; there were tracks branching everywhere, on every 
^d, and all looking so alike ! What should she do ? which 
Bhonld she take ? She turned round and round, becoming 
^erj moment more and more bewildered. 

"Oh, doggie," she presently exclaimed, "what if we're 
*^t; what if we never find home again ! " and the tears sprang 
to her eyes as she began to < realize the possibility of that 
proving the case. " It's no use standing still," she went on to 
'he dog, who looked up whining in her face ; ** it's not a bit of 
•^j Carlo — we must try and find that old fallen gum, then 
perhaps we can reach home after all. I do believe this is the 
?ath," and she darted down one very broad-looking track, 
allowed by the dog ; and, as usual in such cases, taking the 
'ery opposite one to that which would have led to the most 
^mostly desired haven. On and on she eagerly ran — on and 
'^ 1 but she soon became conscious that this was not the way ; 
^ fallen tree crossed the footpath. She stood still in despair, 
^d burst into tears. 

** Oh, mamma, mamma ! " she exclaimed, " I wish I had re- 
©mbered your warning. Oh, Winnie, Winnie ! I wish you 
6re home, and you'd soon find me. Oh, what shall I do ? 
bat shall I do ? Oh, good little Carlo, can't you find the way ? " 
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And Carlo ran backwards and forwards, snuffing abont,and 
whining, with his nose to the ground, as though he compre- 
hended her distress, but to no purpose ; he presently returned 
to her side with his tail drooping most disconsolately between 
his legs. 

Ada had a brave little heart, in spite of her tears ; and 
those she presently dashed off, and eagerly began retradng her 
steps again. Even that was not easy; there was such i 
thorough tangle of tracks — some simply sheep-tracks, some i 
mere footpath, wavering and uncertain, and all knitted togethei 
in interminable confusion. Poibr little Ada ; it required the 
experienced eye and sharpened senses of the bushman to nn 
ravel that tangled skein. She had wandered into a perfee 
wilderness, and was at least four miles from home. Roan< 
and round she went, frequently arriving at the same starting 
point, and no nearer the fallen tree — or rather farther off thfti 
before ; and the sun by-and-by went over the hill-top« 
gilding but their summits with his departing rays. Oh, i 
if she could only reach those hills, she should at least I 
able to see the direction in which home lay from thence On 
thing grew into certainty — a night alone with her little do 
among the trees was inevitable. At the first thought of win 
must be, the tears started again to her eyes ; then graduall, 
she remembered that as Carlo was with her it was not afte 
all so bad. She would choose out a good place to camp in 
and wrap herself up in her little shawl ; then there was th( 
cake, and a bit more meat for Carlo — they would not starve 
yet. Now, if they had but some water ; and af^er a little tha 
want was supplied, for they suddenly came upon a narrow 
strip of a creek, that trickled along through a bed of herbage 
the waters of which to the thirsty child seemed the best sh 
had ever tasted. 

** We had better stay here. Carlo," she said cheerily ; " 
am very tired, and my feet are getting quite blistered. Paj 
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and mamma and Winnie will be home to-morrow, and I dare 
laj Martha will send men out in search of me to-night : if we 
Btaj by the creek we shall^ perhaps, be found." And she 
selected a soft little grassj slope; dry, soft grass; quite 
downj she declared it. She gathered large handfuls of this 
grass for a pillow, and spread her lunch-cloth over it, and 
unfolded her square shawl. How glad she was she had 
l)roaght it ; it made quite an admirable coverlet. The shadows 
were deepening everj minute as she finished her prepara- 
tions. Then dividing the meat, she gave half to Carlo, re- 
taining the rest for his breakfast, and taking half the cake 
Iterself, with another draught of water, she knelt down beside 
Iker bash bed, under the tree, and prayed as perhaps she had 
never before prayed in her life. She was alone; she needed 
kip, and she knew she had a Father in heaven who saw her 
Mid heard her, and could help her in His own time. She 
^ted Him fully ; she asked for just what she needed, and 
^en while she asked, though she knew it not, the country 
was aroused in eager search of the little wanderer. She knew 
^ not, but trusted ; and though her eyes were wet with tears, 
she believed that she should not be left to die in that desolate 
^d, and coiled herself upon her grassy bed, with her little 
dog in her arms, under the shawl, and lay for some time look- 
ing up at the patch of dark-blue sky that appeared overhead 
between the tree-tops, into which here and there gleamed out 
Httle fairy stars. These she watched, sadly but quietly. 
Wondering if any one in her own dear home could see those 
stars ; wondering if Winnie was looking at them ; wondering, 
too, if they were really searching for her now ; if they were very 
frightened ; and how soon she should be found. In the midst 
of her wonderings she fell asleep, for the wind murmured 
softly among the trees, rustling the leaves together ; night- 
birds sang softly and sweetly in the distance ; and the frogs 
croaked drowsily in the creek ; and altogether the elves of the 
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bush-land hushed the wearied child to slumber, and 

sank into pleasant dreams of home, and of her mother and 
Winnie, 



CHAPTER XXX. 

HELP m NEED. 

And so the night passed on with little Ada. Now and then 
she awoke, with the strange shuddering consciousness of 
being alone. No — not quite alone ; the caress and soft whine 
of her little dog, nestling closely in her arms, convinced her 
of that, and the stars overhead and the soft moonlight told of 
the presence of another, who could not, would not fail her in 
her loneliness. And yet it was dreary work for the tenderly- 
nurtured child, delicately framed in mind and body, to lie 
there alone in the deep solitude, with the low voices of the 
night whispering around her : now the hoot of the owl, ^ 
like a human creature in the extremity of pain that she shook 
with fear and sorrow ; the peculiar whirring, whizzing cry of 
the opossum, revelling all around her, in the grass beneath 
and in the branches overhead ; the croaks of the frogs in ^^ 
their variety of keys — the shrill and the deep- toned ; the 
murmuring whisper of the trees : all these were dreary, f^ 
sounds for a lost, a benighted child to hear, and she shmok 
under her single shawl covering and cowered closer to her 
little dog, who lifted his head and fondly licked her face, tf 
though he would administer his little modicum of comfort, and 
know that it ^vas not the thing that his little mistress should 
l>o spending the night there. The nights were cold now, and 
a;» the night sped on it grew still colder. The shawl was in- 
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ficient to supply the needful warmth. By-and-by the wind 
aned sadly in the topmost branches, and after a time drop 
er drop of rain fell through the leaves of the trees 
neath which the child lay, and sank through her siDgle 
rering, soaking her little uncovered feet and drenching 
^ugh shoes and stockings. But Ada did not know it. 
e slept now — slept on through the heavy showers; and 
ten the morning came, and her eyes opened to the light of 
7 once more, the rain had ceased, and again the day was 
r. 

Stiffly and wearily she dragged herself from the ground to 
sitting posture. The night had passed, and no help had 
me yet. How strangely apathetic she felt about it. Her 
)thes were wet, and her feet. Had there then been rain ? 
B8 : the drops were glistening still on the leaves and on the 
ass. What should she do next ? She sti'ove to rise ; it was 
bard effort, causing her much pain : her head felt dizzy, and 
!r limbs all sore and cramped. What if she should die now 
'here, all alone, far from her mother ? The thought brought 
6 tears to her eyes, but the next moment came the recollec- 
}u that she was just as near to God as ever. " He will 
le me if I die," she thought, ^^ and comfort mamma." 
She staggered to her feet. There was a modicum of cake 
ill left in her basket, but she turned away with a feeling of 
tense loathing from it, and threw it to her little dog, who 
lacrupulously ate it in a moment, and, winked his eyes for 
Ore. " We must make one trial more," said Ada sadly; " I 
•uldn't walk far to-day ; but we'll just take this path ; per- 
ips it leads home." And she untied the little red handker- 
lief that she wore round her neck as she spoke. " I'm cold 
lOugh," she shivered ; " but I shall not be much colder with- 
t it" And she suddenly began with slow-moving fingers to 
ir the handkerchief to strips; for the thought had come into 
r head that if she tied these strips to the bushes here and 
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there it might lead to her being found. The heaped-up graa 
and the shawl, outspread to dry, was token sufficient of he 
presence there ; and, creeping slowly along this new path, sh* 
began her walk with aching head and trembling fingers, hert 
and there leaving a little strip of red fi uttering in the bushei 
till thej were all exhausted. Then, with feeble fingers, sfac 
rent pieces from her blue petticoat till she had left a perfed 
trail behind her, in and out, in and out ; but leading poor little 
Ada still further from home. On she kept, making but slow 
progress, resting at intervals, her little dog whiningly follow- 
ing, and licking her hand when she rested, and nestiiog 
lovingly up to her. The sun at last came out, hotly tsd 
strongly, and her wearied, aching limbs refused their offioft 
Stooping down to the creek with her little pannican — for ake 
had followed it in her wanderings, though unfortunatelj U 
the opposite direction to that she should have taken — she dnA 
long and fevered draughts from it, and then creeping into tk 
large, hollow trunk of a massive old gum-tree, she lay dowBi 
with her head on the bare ground, utterly exhausted. 

'^ It's no use, little doggie, I can't find home ; and Tm ilL 
I think I'm going to die. I can't walk any more ; bat God 
will take care of us," and she went off into a troubled slee^ 
with delirious wakings, for the night's exposure to cold id 
wet had had its full effect on her delicate frame, and fever il ; 
all its violence was steadily progressing. And meanwhile Af 
sun rose higher in the heavens, and the day progressed; bat At 
child still tossed wearily on the ground, beneath the shelter* 
the gum-tree, and her little dog ran whining to and fro di^ 
tressedly — he knew that something ailed his little mistretf^ 
and again and again rang out his wild and plaintive ho*^ 
The child heeded not. She was unconscious now ofi": 
actions ; happily unconscious of her sorrow and fear. SadWf 
a quick movement on the part of the litt'e dog, a bristliiijf 
of the droll little eaxa, t\x^\i «k ^Xi-ax^ ^>i»^\«>x^Q€ recogitf* 
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and a boanding away from the side of the unconscious child 
into the parting bushes. 

'* Hurrah ! hurrah ! here's the dog at all events," exclaimed 
a rough voice in glad tones ; " she's not far off, you may be 
sore/' and, springing from his horse, he followed the little 
iunial — who, after leaping with a succession of glad little 
Itfks before him, had bounded back to the spot from whence 
k came, rushing wildly round and round the tree, and back 
and forth, in an ecstasy of delight 

** Poor lamb ! " exclaimed the rough bushman, stooping 
down by the side of the sick child, and taking her tenderly 
in his arms. '' Look here. Bob ; here she is, clean beat out. 
Good thing she had the thought of tying those bits of rags 
on the bushes ; we mightn't of thought of looking down 
here." 

" Sooner we get her home the better," exclaimed the other, 
coming forward and feeling the rapidly beating pulse, and the 
W head. "It's been too much for her ; she's in a fever. 
Bore, mount the horse, and I'll give her up to you. Just 
lide home for your life, and get her put to bed, if Mrs. 
•Aland's not home. I'll ride round the other way, and bring 
Wk the doctor with me." 

Wrapping her tenderly in the thoroughly dried shawl they 
W found in their search, the last speaker lifted the slender 
^ttle form into the stalwart arms held out for her, and then 
picking up the little can and basket, mounted his own steed, 
and galloped away; while the man to whom the precious 
■burden had been consigned followed a path along the creek, 
^d then cutting oiF in ^mother direction took a short way 
home as rapidly as circumstances and the comfort of the child 
^oold admit. He was a rapid and excellent horseman, and 
Ae horse he rode cantered easily and gracefully ; and though 
ttiey were full five miles from home, the pace they rode at 
)romised soon to gain it 
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Help had come ; the help for which she had prayed— wWch 
she beiieyed would come; but she was not conscious of it, 
knew not how fast she was proceeding homewards, how soon 
her own little white bed would receive her. She knew 
nothing of the shouts of gratulation that saluted their arrival 
at the house, or how Martha, with bitter weeping, tenderlj '. 
undressed and placed her amoug the snowy pillows, anxiouslj 
ministering to her wants, and every other minute running to 
the window to look if either the doctor or her mistress or 
Miss Winnie were coming. 

What a night she had passed ! what a night indeed it hid . 
been for them all ! It had been such a customary thing for 
Miss Ada to roam about here and there, that two or three 
hours passed away before even the slightest degree of fetf 
transpired ; and then when wonder at her prolonged absenoe 
commenced, it was not fear. She would soon be home^ 
Martha thought, and contented herself with searching round 
the place, and then giving directions to one or two men to send 
her home if they saw her. 

But evening stole in, and fear, great fear came thea Aland 
Creek was roused. Men scattered in all directions, and 
through that long and terrible night, while little Ada laj 
sleeping and praying beneath her shawl, they were searching 
everywhere but in the right way, and returning again and 
again to the house to report their non-success ; while Martha 
fell from one fainting-fit into another, and suffered an agooj 
of remorse. 

" Poor missus ! Oh, what would she do ? What would 
she say ? " was all her wail. But a messenger was forthwith 
despatched with the news ; there was no help for it, it must be 
done. Mrs. Aland would never forgive them if they did not 
send for her. 

And meanwhile Mrs, Aland was quietly sleeping through 
the night — sleeping on soundly past the dawn, quite unoon- 
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flcioufl that her darling child was alone, in distress and 
danger. 

Not quite so Winnie, Five clear, ringing strokes from a 
<dock in an adjacent room. 

" Only five o'clock ! *' she exclaimed, turning uneasily on her 
pillow. '* What is the matter with me that I cannot sleep ; 
OT) if I sleep, that I dream so unceasingly ? Something to do 
^th the excitement of last night, I suppose ; but it's not usual 
to me. And what possesses me to dream so of Ada ? The 
^d is quite safe — must be. What harm can come to her ? " 
But the last sentence was uttered doubtfully — as if, indeed, 
there was no answering confidence in her own mind ; and, 
unable to lie any longer the prey to uneasy thoughts and 
doubts, Winnie sprang from her bed to the fioor, and began 
ftpidly dressing ; then, kneeling, she prayed long and earnestly 
ftr her little sister, for the child lay as a burden on her mind, 
ttit had done all the night. She could not account for the 
fteling^ but again and again overcame the dread that some- 
fting had happened — that all was not right at home. How 
■to wished that they were once more on their homeward journey. 

Throwing open the window, she stood leaning listlessly on 
^le sill, looking out at the prospect, and enjoying the soft, 
''ool, balmy air of morning. The prospect was much of the 
^e character as that of Aland Creek — undulations and 
plains, covered by groups of trees with heavy foliage, and 
^rbaceous creeks, over which the wild ducks were flying un- 
molested, at least at that hour of the day ; but rain had 
>Wdently fallen in the night, for there was a moisture in the 
V) and the ground was damp with many rain-drops, for the 
Dfit was no longer visible ; the very birds were rejoicing 
Qiidst the freshened leaves of the trees ; and the vapoury 
[ends still mantled the heavens and concealed the sunrise. 
A more intimate knowledge of some of Ada's childish 
pirations and desires perhaps gave greater force to Winnie's 

s 
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§ain on her account ^ What," she tiiongaty *' if she shoald try 
lo moonl a horsey as she has seen me foolishly do in her pre- 
sence, withoot saddle or hridle ? or to climh some tree or rock 
to peep into a hird's nest ? What if she tried to cross the 
creek at the old hlack logy and should fall in and he drowned ? ^ 
Fear gare force to ideality, and a thousand imaginings, vain 
or otherwise, fc^owed each other in Winnie's mind till her 
feelings were anything hnt enTiabla 

Suddenly, at some distance through the trees, she caught i 
glimpse of a horseman making his way in the direction of 
the house. It was hut a flying glimpse, but the tone of her \ 
preyious thoughts gaye a colouring to the dread of the 
present, and accounted for the sudden, wild palpitation of 
heart, and paleness even to her lips, that succeeded. Thtt 
horseman was from home. The next time he came into view 
convinced her that it was so. She knew the horse, and pre- 
sently after rec<^nized the rider. It was Black Jemmy, tnd 
riding at his utmost speed. Here was a confirmation of her 
fears. She knew it ; and throwing open the sash more widelji 
she sprang through the window, and, breathless and pale tf 
death, sprang forward to meet him before he could approach 
the house. Her looks told her alarm, and gave the words that 
her lips would not frama 

" Miss Ada," he answered, drawing rein hurriedly, and 
startled by the sudden apparition, with its flowing hair and 
pallid face — " Miss Ada is lost ! '* 

" Lost ! " returned Winnie, clasping her hands in agony. 
" I knew it — I knew it. She ought not to have been left 
How long. Jemmy ? " 

" Since yesterday dinner-time. Miss Winnie. But tberCi 
don't take on ; the child '11 be found, no fear : only we thought 
best to let the master and missus know. The men have all 
been out all night. I bound to say she's found by now." 

" God grant it may be so," said Wmnie, with a flood of 
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tears, which somewhat relieved her, for she presently dashed 
them away. " Jemmy, can you ride back again directly ? " 

" Yes, missie ; just change horse." 

** Well, I shall go with you. Mamma cannot ride fast, and 
papa hurt his leg yesterday ; he will have to drive, not to 
ride. Change your saddle to another horse, get a mouthful 
to eat, and I'll be ready to start at once." 

She flew back to the house, entering by one of the doors, 
which were now wide open. The servants were up, and an 
early breakfast preparing for the men. 

" Where's mamma's room ? " said Winnie to a girl who came 
ftrward as she rushed in. '' I must see her." 

** Oh, miss, how bad you look I You ain't had bad news 
from home ? " 

** Yes — very bad," said Winnie. " Which is the room ? " 

Awe-struck by Winnie's manner, the girl led her to the 
door. Winnie knocked hurriedly, exclaiming, " Papa, papa, I 
want to speak to you." 

He rose immediately ; it was Winnie's voice, but the tone 
Was one of great fright. He came presently out into the 
passage, and at a motion of Winnie's, closed the door after him. 

''Jemmy's here. There is something wrong at home : Ada 
is lost," was Winnie's breathless exclamation. 
' ''Bless my soul! And what have the men been doing all 

the time ? " 

" Searching all night. Had not found her when Jemmy 

started. Papa, I'll ride home with Jemmy. You know I ride 

&8t and well. I may be wanted ; and you are poorly. You 

go and break the news to mamma ; tell her Winnie will soon 

jQnd her, if she's not safe already ; and then come on in the 

gig as soon as ever you can." 

"All right, my child; it's best that way. My poor wife, 
what shalll do with her ?" 
He returned in dismay, but he limped in again and closed 

s 2 
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the door ; and Winnie ran to put on hat and habit, the 
work of five minates. The horses were already at the door, 
Jast as she had sprung into the saddle, a wild crj from bet 
mamma struck coldly to her heart. She gave a glance at 
Jemmy, and putting spurs to his horse, they were soon rapidly 
flying through the country homewards. Within ten miles 
from home, another messenger met them. 

" Is she found ? " Winnie almost shrieked. 

" No, Miss Winnie ! " was the sad reply. 

" Don't go on, then : hotter not with bad news. Turn back; 
you will be wanted." 

Five miles further they were hailed by another. He 
waved his hat as he neared them. 

" All right ; the child's found ! " he shouted. 

" Thank God ! " was Winnie's aspiration, and the tears 
came down like rain again. *' Oh, ride on, ride on to meet 
mamma, and relieve her mind ;" and the man again dashed 
madly forward. 

Half an hour after, Winnie, with her long hair pushed back 
and streaming over her habit, was kneeling with clasped 
hands by the side of her little sister's bed. She was found 1 
Yes, indeed ; but was she not soon to be lost to them all agiun? 
Her wild eye gave no sign of recognition ; the fevered lipa 
uttered only incoherent words; the cheeks were highly flushed; 
and Winnie, in an agony of doubt, listened to the doctor's re- 
port — of quiet and care, great care, and danger — and 'watched, 
mechanically watched the severing of the dark ringlets, one 
after the other, from the restless head, and wished her mamma 
was home. 

Such a coming home it was ! What a journey it had been 
to the agonized mother— a journey of mingled hope and agonj 
and prayer ! Ten miles from home they had met the mes- 
ftongor with the tidings of Ada's safety ; three miles farther 
on oamo news of her iUness. But Mrs. Aland was a woman 
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with great firmness and courage, and confidence in Grod. She 
surprised her husband, for beyond that first outburst of feeling 
there was little other demonstration. What a relief it was to 
Winnie, what a burden from Martha's mind, when* she 
reached home once more. Rapidly removing her riding- 
dress, she attired herself in loose morning gear, and taking 
up her station in her child's room, gave clear and perfect 
orders, based upon the doctor's commands, and at once re- 
volutionized the former noisy proceedings — drawing down 
blinds, bathing the unconscious head, and so quietly adminis- 
tered to her darling's wants, that few would have guessed 
at the cataract of tempestuous feeling that was struggling for 
utterance and vent within. 
'* Trust thou in God, for thou shalt yet praise Him," was 
basis of all this courage and confidence. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

THUBZA IN TBOUBLE. 



Once again, and amidst cheerful companionship, Edith 
Wallace drank in the sea-breezes, and revelled among the 
waves as they lashed and foamed upon the shore. It was then 
she liked them best — when they rolled in with foam and dash, 
curling in white crests, and scattering their frothy spray 
around, when the breeze was strong and the waters dark and 
wild— though she rejoiced in it in all its phases, whether 
storm or calm, and the colour glowed more strongly in her 
eheek and on her lip as she strolled up and down the beach 
with Thurza, or with Lindly; for he often came to share their 
solitude and society. 
Very pleasant days these were ; more pleasant still when 
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lUrtin WaUmoe made a fourth in the parly. There vtf 
then BO jetty, stretching its huge length into the sear-ft 
fiiii Bi enade to inrite the fiohionahle loanger — bat the betcbi 
the firm, hard sand, the wave-washed shore, that was i 
prome na de they all loTed. It was natore's ; and, staddedover 
with shells, and seaweed, and sponges, possessed f&r greater 
attraction than the jetty of more modem times, particularly flo 
to oar yoang friends, who had qoite safficient society in 
themselTes, and desired no other. The beach and its grand 
solitude, the soothing, perpetoal rash of its restless wayeS) 
always in motion, always upheaving, always rippled over 
even in the calmest hoar ; these were all they needed ; and 
when those foor were together, the hoars sped by unheeded, 
and the moon rose high in the heavens long before thej even 
thought of retiring for the night. 

Pleasant enough, and wise enough too, we have no hm^ 
tion in saying, on the part of Edith and Lindly, who were 
to share one home when the spring violets bloomed, and wbo 
naturally sought one another's society now, daily becoming 
better acquainted with each other and with their future. Bn* 
on the part of Martin and Thurza, though pleasant, it was 
scarcely wise ; not even a word had passed the threshold oi 
Martin's lips to assure Thurza how dear she had become ^ 
him ; and yet she knew it — she knew it perfectly ; but wbil<^ 
rejoicing in the belief, she was sad ; for why did he not tell ber 
what he felt ? What checked the words upon his lips tba* 
she knew were so often nearly uttered, and but nearly* 
Was it anything in herself ? was she not good enough — noi • 
Christian ? Ah, that was it — that must be it And her head 
was often bowed down in sorrow and in shame when she songb* 
her lowly pillow, while he went back to his home among th* 
hills, angry with himself, grieving over his tardy progress and 
the little prospect of such a settlement as would satisfy tbe 
requirements of Mr. Kingsley, and half resolved to see tbe 
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3ar little thiDg no more. Their pleasant sea-side walks only 
)rminated for them in mutual upbraidings, of which neither 
^ conscious. • 

Lizsie was grieved for her brother — her noble, self-depeudent 
rother. She would gladly have helped him forward out of 
is difficulty, but she knew not how. It was but natural that 
dr. Kingsley should require a suitable home for his only 
laughter, hitherto so tenderly reared, so carefully sheltered, 
i^hen she went from her childhood's home. It was but natural 
io suppose that he would seek a golden shrine for the jewel he 
^ fondly treasured ; and her poor brother ! where could he 
liope to gain such a shrine ? and without it how impossible it 
^med for the jewel to be his. 

Whether Mr. Kingsley had ever suffered the idea to enter 
bis brain — that what in his case was friendship for Martin 
Wallace, might in the case of Thurza prove a still warmer 
^Qtiment, we know not, but are inclined to doubt ; for he was 
still the welcome and honoured guest at the old man's table, 
Uid the constant attendant of the two girls whenever he came 
■lown from the hills. All at once, however, the father began 
^ Wake up to the probability of more existing in these con- 
•^Qt visits than at first sight appeared ; and what seemed 
>nly probable, by degrees began to take a veiy positive shape 
^ bis mind. This would never do. ** No, no, young man," 
^6 said to himself, ^Hhis will never do. If you could manage 
^ torn those golden gifts of yours into golden coin, there 
^ould be something feasible in this affair, and I don't know 
bat I should say ' nay ' to it ; but the golden gifts, unfortu- 
^ly, don't seem very fusible, or at any rate not rapidly so ; 
or not many golden coins are the result of the process." 

And so it happened when next Martin visited Glen Osmond, 
is sensitive nature was not slow in discovering a little less 
)rdiality in his reception — a kind of restraint for which he 
lickly found interpretation. There was no message to con- 



261 GOU>K3r GIFTS. 

Tcj to Miss KiDgsIeT, no letter, no pmroel ; that had 
tlie daj before ; mnd his sister was quite welL Martin 
stood it all now ; his presence at the Baj was no long^ 
desired. Mr. Kingslej, he sopposed, had made his own 
deductions, his own discoreries, and acted accordingly ; he was 
willing to receiTC him as a friend, bat not as a son. And 
prood and humbled at one and the same time, Martin finished 
his Adelaide business, and sorrowfaUj took the homeward 
road, little heeding what transpired on the journey, little redo- 
ing of the fatigue or cold ; for the evenings were now once 
more bleak and cheerless, and the wind whistled hoarself 
through the gullies as he passed along. 

It was quite dark when he turned through his own Blip^ 
pannel, and droTC slowly on to the stable once more. Tbe 
horse knew its road : it was well that it did, for its master's 
driying was merely mechanical ; his thoughts were &r distant 

Lizzie, sitting alone with her book and needlework in the 
warm glow of a sheaoak fire, and the pleasant, cheerful light 
of the lamp, heard the well-known wheels go by, and starting 
from her seat, called to Martha, — 

" Did you hear the cart go by ? " 

" Yes, ma'am," replied the girl ; " it's master ; he's putting 
the horse in the stable. Shall I get supper ? " 

** Oh, yes, please Martha ; he will be quite tired and worn 
out — a cup of tea will refresh him," said Lizzie, rising and 
clearing the table. She felt anxious and troubled, for she had 
fully expected his absence that night ; he had intended as nsual 
to go on to the Bay. " Had anything happened ? "Was Edle 
ill ? or had anything gone wrong at Mr. Kingsley's ? " The 
moments seemed hours till he came ; but he did come out at 
last, looking so pale, so utterly sad and weary, as he flnng 
himself down in the comfortably-Cushioned chair his sister 
had prepared for him, that she came to him, and, putting her 
arms round his neck, asked anxiously,— 
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^' Is anjthing the matter, Martin dear ? Is Edie well, and 
irry?" 

^' Both well, dear Lizzie," he replied, with an effort 
"Didyou see Edie?'' 
" No ; I have not been to the Bay." 

"And you are well yourself? No ; I see you are not," she 
ied. " You have had no accident ? " 

" No, none," he replied, with a sigh. " It's all my own 
dt ; I ought to have expected it. It's only this, that 
un no longer wanted at Glen Osmond ; and — and — well, I 
ght to have known how it would all end ! " 
" Dear Martin ! " and Lizzie came round again, and drew his 
le face into her arms. " Did Mr. Kingsley tell you that ? " 
" Not in so many words ; but words are nothing — actions 
e everything ; and his actions say plainly enough that he is 
nddof my inflaence with his daughter." 
"Poor little Thurza! what will she do?" sighed Lizzie. 
Oh, Martin, I think I never wished for money so much in 
ylife." 

''I am afraid I have wished for it too much," said Martin 
^7 ; " desired it when I ought more earnestly to have 
>veted the ' best gift,' and this is my reward." 
^* And you are quite sure that Mr. Kingsley's manner is 
tered to you ? " 

** Quite sure ; there's no mistake about it, Lizzie. He has 
^seovered the secret I have so earnestly striven to conceal, 
^ now he would rather have my absence than my presence. 
•0 didn't want me to go to the Bay, that was clear enough ; 
clear that — that I didn't and couldn't go." 
'* Well, it seems hard," said Lizzie, pouring out a cap of 
3ber-coloured tea, and delicately creaming and sweetening it 
her brother's taste ; " it does seem hard, but I believe it 
11 all come right yet It's often darkest before morning, 
member, Martin ; the heavy clouds often conceal the sun- 
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shine. Who knows bat» after aU, this verj opposition 
bring it all about, and make the way clear ?'' 

I suppose I have TOiy little faith/' said Martin wea 
but it does appear to me that it's all over. At anj rate, 
KiDgslej can*t saj I hare not acted honourably. I've i 
said a word to Thurza, though I've been sorely tempted i 






a time." 



" I almost wish yon had, dear Martin, it would have 
her course clearer. However, we can pray, and Grod will 
you right, and do all things for the best for you both ; rm 
of that." 

Once fully possessed of an idea, Mr. Kingsley was not 
to act upon it If his daughter's affections were not eni 
already, better to remove her from the danger at once ; U 
were, the sooner other circumstances were brought into c 
tion the better. He laid his own plans, and then proc 
to action ; and so Thurza and Edith, in the midst of 
pleasant sea-side revellings, found themselves suddenly re 
to Glen Osmond. It was getting too cold, too bleak s 
Bay, they were told. They had been thrown quite ei 
into solitude ; the piano should be tuned, and they would 
company. Even Aunt Dunstan entered into the consp 
though she secretly favoured Martin, and would have re 
to hear that any sudden accession of wealth on his pai 
rendered him eligible to possess the little hand for whi< 
was certain he aspired. 

The recall was not much trouble to either. To Thur 
Bay had suddenly become distasteful, and Edith cou) 
avoid feelings of great uneasiness at the cessation i 
brother's visits, for which no reasonable excuse was { 
and although Mr. Kingsley was not less kind in his man 
her, she could not avoid the suspicion that it would be c 
to prolong her visit beyond the appointed tune. She m 
her mind not to do so. 
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'*I cannot think what glamour has come over papa," ex- 
elaimed Thnrza, somewhat pettishly, one evening, as she sat 
in the verandah, attired in a pretty evening costume of rose- 
eolonred lama, awaiting his arrival from town with a party of 
gentlemen friends whom he had engaged to dine and spend 
the evening with them. '' He always was fond of company, 
bot jost now he seems to have taken a perfect passion for it. 
I rappose I should have liked it well enough once, hut I don't 
Mre half so much for it now. I wish we had been left at the 
Baj ; we had far pleasanter evenings there when only your 
brother and Mr. Duncan were with us." 

Edith looked at the downcast face of her companion as she 
uttered ■ Martin's name. There was just a tiny accession of 
Qoloar sliding into its customary paleness — a tiny flush, that 
aught have been the reflection of the pink lama, only that it 
ttme and went more fitfully. 

"I suppose Mr. Martin has had no business to call him to 
iown/* she presently said, with a desperate eflbrt at calmness 
ud even coldness in her voice. 

'^ I do not know ; he does not say," returned Edith, with 
imH evident discomfort that Thurza looked up searchingly. 

*^ You do not think anything is the matter ? " 

''No. All was right when I heard last" 

"All right ! Why did he stay away, then ? " thought Thurza 
gloomily, perhaps with a little anger miugled with the gloom. 
But she said nothing ; what could she say under present cir- 
^^stances ? He had never told her that he cared for her ; 
^oogh actions speak louder than words. She knew he did ; 
^ least, she thought so. She might — yes, she might be mis- 
^ken : time would prove. 

" There the gentlemen are," she presently exclaimed, as two 
Phaetons stopped at the gate, and the groom walked leisurely 
'lown to attend them to the stables. " There is papa aud 
^. Duncan. Beally, Edie, he may feel himself flattered by 
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that pretty flush. And there is papa's cronie, Mr. Moime ; 
and G-ussj Stanhope, and — weU, I declare, there is that odkms j 
Frederick Bamet again. What does he come for ? Why does 
papa ask him ? I protest there is nothing in the least mee 
about him. I was quite tired out with him the other night" 

'' Some joung ladies would be flattered by his attentiooii 
Thuixa ; and Fm sure he's very good-looking." And there 
was a little sovp^on of malice in Edie's voice as she spoke. 
She was thinking of Martin, and beginning to comprehend tbat 
this Frederick Bamet was intended by Mr. Kingsley to sap- | 
plant him. I 

'' Oh, Edie ! how can you ? Good-looking ! I tell yoa he 
is odious ; there is nothing nice about him. I shall certaislj 
ask papa not to invite him any more. I don't see why I should 
be bored by him." 

Edie narrowly observed that night, and her observations only 
confirmed her suspicions. Frederick Bamet was evideotlj 
smitten with little Thurza, and favoured by her father. She 
learnt of Lindly that he was a land agent, very wealthy, and 
a careful guardian of that wealth ; and that as in other respects 
he was highly eligible, Mr. Kingsley gladly encouraged his 
visits to his house, and still more gladly permitted his atten* 
tions to his daughter." 

''It is rather strange," said Lindly, as they paced up and 
down for a few moments in the garden after dinner; " Kingsley 
used not to be so keen after gold as he seems now. Bamet is all 
very well as to character and wealth, and so forth ; he is Tery 
well known on 'Change ; but I think little Thurza is beginning 
to feel that there is yet a higher quality needed in a husband to 
make her happy. She is beginning to undei*stand the ring of 
the true gold, is she not ? " 

" Yes ; I think, I hope she is," said Edith. 

" Well, then, she will not be willing to put up with its coun- 
terfeit. For my part, I believe it is useless for Bamet to try 
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it on. I am very much mistaken if her heait is not otherwise 
engagecL" 

"Not mnch use if it is against her father's will," said 
Edith gloomily. 

"Don't know that She is a little ladj very much disposed 
to have a will of her own." 

' She was : and Baniet soon found all his tactics were 
Bfleessary, but it rather stimulated him to the pursuit than 
oflierwise. He' redoubled his attentions, and advanced as she 
needed, till wearied, and perplexed, and annoyed, she resolved 
to appeal to her father and obtain his aid in relieving her of 
ber tormentor. 

. She found, or rather made an opportunity for her purpose 
n evening or two after. Edith was absent in Adelaide, at a 
meeting, with Lindly Duncan. She had declined to accompany 
ikem, on the plea of not feeling quite well ; a plea that had a 
hrge amount of truth in it, as her mental disturbance tended 
oot a little to influence her bodily frame. Her aunt had also 
tiken the opportunity of making an evening call upon a 
neighbour ; and Thurza, luxuriating among the ample cushions 
of an easy chair, just in pleasant proximity to the fire, and 
father turned from her papa, though quite near him — sat look- 
ing at the bright jets of fiame that shot out from the freshly- 
heaped logs, and wondering how she should begin her attack. 

" I am afraid you are dull to-night, pet," Mr. Kingsley pre- 
sently began, with a half-sigh, looking up from his papers, and 
taming fondly round to her. '' It's hardly the thing, I must 
lay, both Miss Wallace and auntie to leave you with the old 
nan. He's not half so good company as a young one, eh, 
Phnrza ? " he added, laughing. 

** A thousand times better than most young ones," replied 
?harza warmly. " I'd far rather have your society, papa, thau 
alf the young men that come here." 

" You would ? Frederick Bamet, for instance ? " 
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** Frederick Barnet, papa ! I dislike lu8 aoeiety extrei 
he is a perfect bore ; he annoys me greatlj. I wial 
woold DoC ask him to the housa** 

'^ I am sorry for that, Thniza^" sud her father, sn^ 
taming gnre ; ** Tery sorry. I had hoped he wonld 
been able to make himself agreeable to yoa, my child. 
do yoa dislike him ? I should have thought he pos 
plenty of qualifications to please. He is good-looking, si 
a warm lorer. What more would you have ? Moreove 
eontinoed, in a subdued, grayer tone, ** he could give j 
elegant home and equipage, my girl; is that no considers 

''Not to me, pi^ML," said Thuna, flushing crimsoi 
turning anxiously round to look into his drooping face 
am quite satisfied with my dear old home, and don't wai 
other.'' 

'' But, my child," said her fiither nerrously, '' I am 
man ; you cannot have me always ; and things are not W( 
so smoothly as I could wish. Time may change your y 
Frederick Bamet will improve on acqnaintanca F 
sake, my darling," he added, suddenly folding her to his 
** you must leam to love him." 

He rose suddenly, before she could reply, and left the 
while Thurza, bowing down her head upon her knees, 
into a passion of weeping. 

" I never can ; oh, I never can," she sobbed. ** T 
nothing I can either love or like in him. I don't ca 
his money, or his house, or his equipaga Oh, why doe 
want me to be married at all ? Besides, he is not a Chi 
and how different, how very different he is to Martin 'W 
Oh, what shaU I do ? what shall I do ? " 

Edith returned home to find Thurza already in bed 
eagerly sought her side, and bent tenderly over her. 

" You are not worse, dear, are you ? We have had 
pleasant evening, and wanted you so much with us." 
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' said Thnrza ; but there were tears in the voice that 
1 ; and Edith, drawing the head with its dark cnrls 

her, bent down and kissed her. 
: Thnrza, you are in trouble. Can I help you ? " 

Edie, no," replied Thurza, in a broken voice ; 
y will help me ; you cannot^ dear." 
stood a moment in silent thought. " If I cannot help 
r, there is One who can, and will. Do not forget your 
jifts, darling. Pray — ask, you shall receive comfort^ 
or whatever you need.** 

issed the weeping girl, and went away— went to the 
nt of her own room, and, kneeling there^ how earnestly, 
with many tears, she prayed for her friend, and, in 
m, with her, for Martin — that the crooked places in 
perience might be made straight, their rough places 

lears and answers prayer — not always in our way. 
es long intervals intervene between the prayer and 
er ; yet, sad one, sorrowful one, let not that deter thee ; 
len gift is thine. Oh, use it, use it, and find the 
9SS, the happiness of doing so ! 



CHAPTER XXXII. 



SPRING. 



weW for Martin Wallace that he had a new motive 
ir that winter, for the old motive was rapidly losing 
>r. Virtually, he considered himself dismissed from 
sehold at Glen Osmond, as much dismissed as if he 
I shown the door, or told to go in so many words — 
igsley's manner so plainly convinced him that his 
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companj was no longer desirable. What had prodacedthe 
change he could scarcely tell, onlj that from time to time 
hints of a failure somewhere in the money market, a depressioa 
of trade, and necessity for greater exertion, enabled him to 
comprehend the wish for a moneyed match for Thurza. How 
about Thurza herself ? Was she a willing sacrifice ? He 
believed not ; and yet, was it not her duty to please and obej 
her father ? He would not stand in the way of her obedience; 
and thenceforth his visits to the house entirely ceased. Edith's 
return home made that easy ; and poor little Thurza was left 
to do battle with her own thoughts, Frederick Bamet's un- 
pleasant attentions, and her father's wishes, as best she might. 
It was a bitter, a trying winter to her ; a winter that cost her 
her roses, and took the elasticity from her step, but threw 
her more entirely to other means of comfort ; and when she 
could escape to her own room, the little Bible on the toilet- 
table came into use ; and that winter she learnt the true com' 
fort, the value of prayer ; learnt that whatever the need, there 
was help to be afforded. She had other cause for trouble be- 
sides Martin's most strange absence^ and Frederick Bamet's 
assiduities ; two circumstances she had learnt to connect very 
closely together. Her father's health was evidently failing 
fast. Her aunt looked anxiously at him, and often pronounced 
him unfit for business when he insisted on sallying forth tf 
usual. He was becoming quite an old and feeble man, losing 
all bis energy, and spirit, and fire, and more eager than ever 
for her marriage ; an event she could not, would not hear ot 
Much as she loved her father, she found it impossible to 
overcome her utter dislike for the man he desired her to W* 
Martin had full employment for every moment of his time 
that winter. In that he was happier than Thurza ; for em- 
ployment often prevents the growth of despondency, and he 
had his hands full. Edie was to be married in the spring, and 
the delicate fabrics — the muslins and laces — that were passing 
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iroagh her hands, nDder Lizzie's care and snpervision, were 
ot purchased without increased exertions on his part. Not 
olj was daily labour in field and garden greatlj augmented, 
ijB care of tutoring raw hands falling heavily upon him — and 
iw hands even it was scarcely possible at that time to obtain, 
ich was the universal rush after gold — but his winter 
renings were all devoted either to the writing and preparing 
ictures, or else to their delivery in Adelaide or elsewhere, 
ate in the evening and with the earliest dawn — ah, even be- 
)re the dawn — he laboured on. He was working for his 
ister now : there was no one else to work for. She little 
new how these golden gifts were being lavished for her benefit, 
idie never did comprehend the mystery of <£. s. d., and was 
)o apt to take the good provided — joyfully to take it, without 
iqniring, perhaps scarcely thinking how it had been procured. 

And thus the winter passed off with each ; a very difierent 
nnter to the last — gently, softly, soothingly fell rain showers 
tpOQ the soil, penetrating with genial influence to the roots, 
•&d refreshing and revivifying the whole face of nature, but 
^ interspersed with pleasant, cheerful sunshiny days that 
^Qter seemed myth-like, and not at any rate forbidding in its 
«pect There were no wild storms, no fierce winds, no rush- 
ing torrents, no overflowing creeks ; all went pleasantly, cheer- 
^Uy, There were perfect spring days in the midst of winter, 
^e golden wattle burst into bud and blossom much before its 
^^ time ; wild flowers put out their delicate buds, and 
^le like gems among the green grass, that was perfectly 
Uuriant in its growth. It was a delightful winter, Edie said ; 
tid Lindly Duncan laughingly told her it wore so close a resem- 
lanee to spring, that he did not see why they should not take 

instead of the spring, and allow the ceremony, like the 
attle blossom, to come ofP a month sooner. That, Edith 
Dttld not hear of. Time nevertheless sped on, bringing the 
entfxil day nearer and nearer, and with it sunshine and roses. 

T 
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There was one point on which they were all agreed : 
was to be married from the " Wren's Nest," amid her own 
family, without fhss, without much form : and Lindlj Danoa < 
— ^though perhaps had he had his own way would have pre- 
ferred a little more eclat, and, in winning so fair a bride, wooU 
have been glad rather more publicly to haye acknowledged 
it — ^willingly yielded his own plans, and acquiesced in hers. 

And so it came to pass that one &ir day late in September, 
when leaves and buds and flowers were multiplied, and tbe 
** Wren's Nest>" in all its most perfect beauty, smiled forth 
amid flower garlands — roses in living beauty without, but 
gathered and intertwined into fairy wreaths within by sisterly 
Angers, in honour of the day — ^Edie Wallace in virgin white, 
a few white rose-buds among her rich golden-brown ringletS) 
a few pale pink ones resting on her bosom, gave up her little 
hand to Lindly Duncan, and after a short but impressive ctfo* 
mony became his wife. They were an interesting little group 
gathered in the bowery sitting-room. The bride, the bride- 
groom — chief, of course ; Lizzie, pale and tearful, as the solitaiy 
bridesmaid, and her two brothers, Martin and Harry. 
"Plenty of love in that little group," thought the young 
minister who performed the aU-important ceremony ; " and jet, 
with the exception of the two most concerned, there ^ 
something of sorrow too." And so there was, for even ott 
that eventful day, when all should be smiles and sunshine, the 
absence of one or two who should have been there caused s 
blank. Thurza Kingsley was shedding bitter tears in her own 
solitary chamber, because she had been obliged to relinquish 
all hopes of being Edie's bridesmaid, an old girlish promi* 
which so dearly she would have liked to have kept. An^ 
Winnie Aland had become too much the delight, the comfort 
of her home and all who lived there to be spared awaj so 
long ; the little invalid, Ada, clung so closely to her ; while 
other changes were pending over the Grange that at present 
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forbad all moyement. And thus it came to pass that Edie 
Wallace became a bride with only one fair bridesmaid — fair, 
though pale-looking, Lizzie Wallace, her sweet face shadowed 
bj its dark rich hair, always so tastefully, so perfectly 
tnanged, and her lips trembling with emotion. 

^Tou may as well take a good look at her now," said 
Idndly playfully, as they sat at the delicately-spread table 
^r the ceremony was over, and he had earned his title to do 
md say as he liked ; '^ I do not intend that you shall any of 
JQVL see anything of Mrs. Duncan for the next three weeks." 

Mrs. Duncan ! Edie's colour came and went at the sound 
of her new title. Yes, indeed ; that gold circlet on her finger 
proclaimed her no longer Edie Wallace. She had given her- 
self away ; ah, and willingly, too ; and a little shy upward 
glance into her husband's face, as he sat by her side, 
told she did not repent it. His answering glance, and the 
l^ressnre of his hand on her fingers, told her how he valued 
fte gift — what a truly " golden gift *' she was to him. 

** I shall have some strawberries to give you, Mrs. Duncan, 
When you come to see us again," said Martin quizzically, as 
ftoj stood in a group under the verandah, looking out on the 
fiur scene spread before them, before the gig was brought 
^nnd to take the bride and bridegroom on their way. 

The quick tears started to Edie's eyes. She laid her hand 
^ her brother's shoulder. " Edie always to you, dear Martin," 
she exclaimed reproachfully. 

"To be sure, my dear little Edie; brush away the tears, I beg," 
^d Martin, laughing, but kissing her fondly ; ^* those tears 
^6 treason, and what will your husband say if he sees them P " 
''Say?" exclaimed that gentleman, laughing, yet coming 
^oond and taking his liUle wife's trembling hand into his own 
^Im, cool one. " Why, that some one is interfering sadly 
^th my ' golden gift,' and that the sooner I take it into my 
>wn possession the better.*' 

T 2 
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'' I wouldn't have yielded her to another man, Bneh s 
* golden gift ' do I esteem her," said Martin, heartily Bhaking 
his brother-in-law's hand, a few moments after as, having seen 
his little sister comfortably into the gig, he said '' good-bje." 
A wringing clasp was the reply. 

'' She shall have the choicest love and care, Martin." 

'^ Yes, I am sure of that," was Martin's answer, and the 
horses starting forward prevented more. 

They stood watching, the two brothers and their sister, till 
trees and hills had hidden them from their sight ; then Martia 
drew the weeping Lizzie within doors, and kneeling doWD) 
prayed earnestly that God's blessing, His love and care and 
gaidance would rest upon the union, and that bride and bride- 
groom might unitedly prove to one another earth's tmest 

golden gifts." 

Your once random words, dear Lizzie," said Harry, i^ 
they sat together that evening, '^ have become perfect bje- 
words with us. Our ' golden gifts ' are multiplied." 

" So they are, dear Harry," said Lizzie, lifting up her 
glowing eyes from her work. ** People are surrounded wi» 
these * golden gifts ' if they will but esteem them rightly ; 
especially so the people of God — those who can look around 
on all the beauties of nature, and have a right to exclaim, 'Uy 
Father made them all ! ' Yes, indeed ; our health, our timfij 
our food, our raiment ; our talents are all 'golden gifts'— to be 
used, and not abused." 

**You are like that old fabled deity, dear Lizzie; yoar 
touch turns everything to gold," said Harry fondly. 

** I think we shall have no reason to repent yielding upEdie 
to Lindly Duncan," said Martin, coming out of the dream in^ 
which he had fallen, and looking suddenly up at his broihef 
and sister ; " I believe he thoroughly esteems his gift, 
thinks her true gold." 

" So she is ; so he ought to do," said Harry. 
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" So he does, dear Harrj," said Lizzie. " I feel perfectly 
appy in parting with her, because I am sure it will be for her 
appiness." Nevertheless there were tears in her eyes as she 
poke, and Martin turned away with a throbbing pain at his 
eart, and wished he knew how this dear sister could be 
endered more happy also. 

" You must rest now, dear Martin," said Lizzie, fondly lay- 
Qg her head on her brother's shoulder that night as they were 
eparating to their own rooms ; " you have overworked, over- 
asked yourself all winter, and there is no need now." 

" No,'* said Martin, choking down a sigh, '* there is no need ; 
[ will rest." He did not say how gladly he would have taken 
die need, and done without the rest, had there even been any 
tiope of other state of things ; but Thurza's absence from the 
fredding had taken away the last remaining spark of hope. He 
Ud not say this, but Lizzie knew it, and she could have wept 
with and for her brother ; as it was, she only whispered with 
W good-night kiss, " There is a silver liniug, dear Martin, 
to every cloud;" and a silent kiss answered her words, affec- 
^onately yet hopelessly. 

And so the '' Wren's Nest " sank down again to its former 
^oiet, to its buds and blossoms, and its rare fruits and vege- 
^bles, their culture and their gathering. The bride and 
bridegroom were spending a happy honeymoon at Port Elliot, 
^veiling on its rocky, sandy beaches, gathering stores of 
'bells and marine curiosities, and taking all the full benefit 
>f their holiday and the spring days. Harry was back to his 
leak and his law problems, making rapid progress in his 
tudies, and giving glorious promise of future greatness in 
lis profession. Martin and Lizzie were left to themselves in 
beir little home. How dull it seemed now; half the bright- 
ess had left, for Harry and Edie were certainly the sunshine 
fthe dwelling, and lately the shadows had fallen thickly, 
[artin went leisurely about his work ; Lizzie patiently, but 






For bE^seif sbt mirric hmv^ MBn flraneBied. bat to see her 
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Lhxie Tfanm lad ber \axaBt drop to endure also ; it in- 
fnsed h.9blf JL mL her cop cf li^ ; ibere wms no ameliontnig 
drvip cxmnnisried ^vtiiIl h. Frederick Bamet wbs constant!/ 
Bi ber sade- : ereziiiiE jdter ereDmg be vae tboe, sssidiioos in 
Lif srtenticmfi. Bxtd ^vofiild baTe been larisb in his gifta^ Iwt 
tbai £be -vonld dot permit. Again and again ebe told faiiD she 
couM nerer be L5& He onhr laughed at her, and told her he 
knew ebe intended to be a good obedient child, and do as lier 
papa wished : that be. fat bis part, would make ber perfeetly 
bappf — ^would Enrroond her with all the ' golden gifts " (be^ 
too, had, sonsebow or other, leaznt the household term) tlurf 
wealth ooold purchase and endearment bestow, and that be 
only waited for her to name the daj that was to make him per- 
fectly happj. 

What could she do? what could she saj? It made do 
difference how she treated him, her coldness onlj provoked 
his increased warmth, her anger his merry laughter; he seemed 
so perfectly sure of his game, that it distressed as well tf 
angred her. 

It was after one of these occurrences when Frederick hsd 
been more than usually tantalizing with his perfect secorlt/ 
and positive certainty of ultimate success, that Tharza sftt 
down in her own room and wrote a little note to Lizzie; JQst 
a little note, wishing Edie all the happiness she desired, and 
plaintively — oh, so plaintively wishing that just for one short 
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balfhonrshe could lay her aching head on dear Lizzie's arm, 
could run away ft'om home; in short, could be happy and wild 
once more. '^ I am in all sorts of trouble, dear Lizzie/' she 
wrote; '^oh, such trouble; and I have such a poor, weak, 
feeble little heart to struggle through it. I am so afraid, so 
ftfraid at last that I shall be persuaded into doing something 
which I know if I do I shall repent all my days. Oh, do 
pTBj for me, dear Lizzie. Seems to me as if I was always 
praying for myself now. I have no other comfort left." 

Lizzie pondered long over this little note. What was the 
tronble.that had fallen upon dear little Thurza so heavily? 
Oh, how willingly would she have gathered the dear child into 
W loving arms and soothed her sorrows and bestowed her 
Qoonsel; but it must not, could not be in the present state of 
estrangement. A gleam something akin to joy shot through 
bereyes'as she pondered; womanly instinct was solving the 
liddle. Hope for her brother gleamed like the silver lining of 
the cloud. 

'^ Perhaps you can solve the enigma better than I,'' she said, 
with a covert smile, as she passed the little note, with its 
finely-written characters and its delicate perfume, into her 
brother's hands, and then resumed her work. 

He slowly took it, but hesitated before he read, looking with 
a surprised glance at his sister. 

** There is no breach of faith," said Lizzie smiling. '* See, 
this is sufficient warranty for your reading; she appeals to the 
councillors of the * Wren's Nest ' — plural, to a certainty. You 
deserve the title, if any one does." She bent down again to 
her work; and without another word he slowly devoured it 
all — ^line after line, line after line; then, suddenly laying it 
before her, he sprang up and went out. Then Lizzie heard 
him walking with heavy strides backwards and forwards in 
the verandah for an hour and more, till her heart ached for 
him, and she began to question whether or not she had done 
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rightlj hj showing him the letter. He had the key of the 
cypher evidently, whether she possessed it or not 

He came in at last, took a light, and went into his bedroonu 
Afier a time, just when his sister was getting nervoas and 
anxioQS aboat him, and wishing more than ever that she had 
taken her own counsel, and infused no other bitterness — if so it 
was — ^in his cup, he came out with a tiny envelope in his hand. 

*' Here, Lizzie," he exclaimed calmly, far more calmly than 
he had spoken for some time; "when you write to Thorsa, 
enclose this. Whatever comes of it, I have come to the con- 
clusion that this is a duty; the result I leave." 

Lizzie sprang eagerly up, and threw open her writiug-desk. 

" This very night it shall be done, dear Martin," she eX' 
claimed; "it seems like an inspiration. I will soon write my 
reply, and enclose yours. The night is lovely — a perfect 
moonlight : you shall go with me, and this shall be posted to- 
night I feel as though it must be;" and as he turned again 
and resumed his pacing to and fro in the verandah, her pen 
flew backwards and forwards rapidly in words of love and 
counsel and friendship, such as she knew Thurza would lil^^ 
to receive; though, at the same time, her instinct told her that 
the manly lines within would prove the true golden ones, and 
her own would have bat a poor reception after them. 

" In my opinion, dear Martin," said Lizzie gaily, as thej 
returned home after seeing the important packet safely in the 
post, "a little bit of the silver lining is becoming visihle. 
What say you?" 

"That there is an over-ruling Providence, dear Lizzie* 
ordering all our meanest as well as our more important affikirs; 
that a Father's hand is guiding the helm; and I am willing 
and ready to commit my all into His hands. ' Having done 
all, to stand.' " 

"Faith's true position," said Lizzie, warmly pressing her 
brother's arm, " * They who honour Me, I will honour.' " 
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CHAPTER XXXni. 

SHADOWS. 

Teurza had written her note to Lizzie in the extremity of 
her distress : it was well she had done so, for more troublous 
times awaited her. She wrote jast as she felt at the moment, 
ttd gave it to the groom to post ; and as he was going then 
to the store, it was taken at once, soon past recall, even had 
she desired to have it back. 

The morning rose clearlj and brightly over the Glen Osmond 
1^ with promise of great heat, as was often the case now; 
for October had brought with it very unusual weather, and a 
^pid embrowning of the luxuriant grass, and fading of many 
of the flowers. It was summer coming rapidly upon them, 
^iistead of spring — summer with its heat and hot winds, instead 
of the balmy breath, the genial breezes of spring. And after 
^ odserable night Thurza arose from her sleepless couch, and 
^gaidly sought by plentiful ablutions to remove the effects 
of that miserable sleeplessness, and bring back some of the 
^"0868 to her pale face. A very poor result followed her efforts, 
^d she had little heart for anything else; yet exceedingly 
Pfetty she looked still, in her pale pink morning dress; its 
^nj frill at the neck and sleeves, and her dark ringlets falling 
^ver the pale cheeks, were a graceful setting. 

She stood a long while looking out of the window at her 
S&rden, already bearing the impress of hot wind, although so 
^rly in the season. She felt a lack of courage most strongly 
^^oming upon her, a dread of commencing the day perfectly 
inusual to her early habits. And who of us has not experi- 
mced this mysterious dread when on the threshold of the sad 
T disastrous? Who has not felt the peculiar influence of the 
hadow of coming events depressing, chilling, and unnerving 
he whole system? Thurza had indeed something tangible to 
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fear. Frederick Barnet had told her on the previous evening 
— the evening of her hurried note to Lizzie — that he shonld 
expect a de6nite answer when he came again, and that it mnst 
not be "no," for her father's sake — eh, and for her own. 
What could he mean? Some hidden meaning she felt he 
intended to convey, some indefinite fear; which, added to 
words half falling at times from her father's lips, made her 
fear that the wealth she had grown up believing so bouodless 
was gradually slipping away, and that, after all, it was more 
the dread of seeing her in poverty, rather than from any 
favourable view of Frederick Barnet, that made her dear pap* 
so much desire to see her married. Oh, if he only knew, » 
she could only tell him, how far rather she would live in 
poverty with him than in the midst of wealth and luxury tbat 
she would alone enjoy as Frederick Bamet's wife, if he would 
only let her choose her own fate, so far as she might choose! 

** Choose Thoa for me my lot. 
My poverty or wealth," 

were words that most opportunely came to memory — words 
she had often heard Lizzie Wallace so sweetly singing, with 
but little interest in them at the time, but which now came 
with double force to her mind. 

" * Choose Thou for me my lot ! ' Oh, yes," she thought, 
" if God would choose for me, that were far better than 
choosing of mine; and why not? Ah, why will He not, if I 
a^k Him. Yes — He will guide and direct me; for I have no 
friends now to help, and I am so weak myself. I will just 
leave all to Him, that will be best." And, kneeling down by 
her window, she prayed, with a bursting heart, to be safely 
led and cared for, safely guided and directed, safely provided 
for, and suffered to do nothing but by her Saviour's will Oh, 
how earnestly did she pray too for her dear father — pray that 
he might give up his heart to God, even now, that the world 
and its cares might not interpose longer, but that happy results 
might follow all these adverse e^etifca* 



SHADOWS. 283 

Thnnsa rose np from her knees still most unaccountably 
lepressed, but with a certain feeling of security that in some 
wtkj her prayer would be answered, though how she could 
act guess — that,by-and-by the clouds would roll up and away, 
uid the sunshine break through again. There seemed layer 
apon layer of cloud to be dissolved before that period of bright 
shining could transpire, but the promise was all the same, 
"Only believe." She clung to that promise even as the 
drowning man clings to the floating raft. Even then were 
the ministering spirits about its fulfilment. 

" You ought not to go to town to-day, brother," said Mrs. 
l^onstan, as she handed Mr. Kingsley his coffee, and anxiously 
observed the great heaviness of eye and depression of mien 
that betokened, as she feared, the approach of serious illness. 
'*Ib not Godfrey equal to all that is going on there ?" 

'*No: must go, must go," was the short reply, as he roused 
^p for a minute, and then subsided into his former lethargy. 

'*But, dear papa, you are not well enough — I am sure you 
ftre not," said Thurza, placing her hand on his burning head, 
"lam sure you have one of your old headaches." 

"Yes, pet, my head does ache," he answered, with a 
Momentary beaming smile at her, immediately succeeded by a 
look of deep gloom. 

** Stop and let me bathe it for you, papa. If you go to town, 
'twill be worse ; I know it will." 

" You may bathe it first, child ; I must go. If I don't — ." 
ffe broke off abruptly, and looked round with a half terrified 
glance, as though he had said more than he ought^ and then 
.gain sunk into silence. 

** Your papa is very ill. I'm sure of it, my dear Thurza," 
lid her aunt earnestly, as she passed her in the passage. 
Now if you can only succeed in coaxing him to remain at 
ome, I'll get Dr. Bright to look in on a friendly visit quite 
irly. I'm not very well, myself : he shall come to see me ; 
T I know papa would not allow him to attend him&QlC" .fl 
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<'If I ODly can," eaid Thurza, the tears comiDg intoWeyee. 
** I doQ*t believe I can. I'll just bathe his head. Tm going 
for the vinegar : he likes that better than eau-de-cologne ; and 
if I can only charm him to sleep ! I'll draw the curtain a little 
and make it dark and cool, and do mj best." The last was 
said with a sigh, for she felt the power of her father's will, and 
that coaxing was futile against it, and that all her little strate* 
gems were scarcely likely to succeed. 

He would not lie down ; no, he did not intend to indalge; 
he must soon be off, he said. He would just lean back among 
the cushions of his chair, and she might bathe his head a bit 
It was all he would allow. And with fingers that trembled 
with emotion, she again and again gently and tenderly pressed 
the cooling vinegar preparation over the throbbing temples, 
hoping that sleep would come and obliterate the thoughts that 
were sending the swift blood so madly, so dangerously upwards. 
Sleep would not come. Thurza's efforts were vain, though the 
cooling applicatioti stayed something of the violence of the 
pain, and after a little Mr. Kingsley declared himself better and 
ready to go. " Oh, don't go, papa ! I believe I could quite 
cure you if you would only stay. You have not spent one 
day alone with us for such a while," pleaded Thurza. 

He turned full upon her, put both hands upon her shoulders, 
and looked into her face, " Shall I tell you what will do 
me the most good, little one ?" he asked, with something of 
his old funny, playful tenderness. " Tell me when I come 
back that you have promised to be Fred Bamet's wife : yon 
will remove a load from my mind, and I shall know then that 
my child will not suffer poverty." 

"Oh, papa ! don't say so. I would rather be poor, very poor." 

" Ha, ha, ha ! my child, you dDu't know what poverty 
is. It grips hard ; harder on those who have been cared for 
as you have. I tell you you don't know! " he almost shouted. 

" I could bear anything with you, dear papa, anything for 
jou iut that I " said Th\ivz«h tearfully. 
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" That must be, pet, if jou love me and wish to do me good. 
You will : yes, I know you will, like a good child." He pulled 
her quickly to him, kissed her fondly, and before she knew it, 
was gone. She heard the street door close, and rushed to the 
window in time to see him get into the gig and drive off, in his 
dressing-gown and carpet slippers ! 

'' Oh, auntie ; auntie !" she exclaimed, " something is very 
wrong with papa. Tm sure of it. He's gone to town ; gone 
just as he is. What shall we do ? " 

'' Child, it is little short of madness ! Something is turning 
his brain. Couldn't you keep him ? What, in his dressing- 
gown ?" 

** Yes, auntie, and his slippers. Oh, I tried so hard to keep 
him," and Thurza's tears poured like rain. 

" What shall we do ? If only Godfrey had been here ! But 
he will be at the office, surely." 

There was a tap at the door. It was the groom. 

"Whatisit, John?" 

"Nothing much, ma'am : only, did you see master go, just 
now ?" 

. " Yes, John ; he's not well. Ride off to Dr. Bright, and beg 
him to come here instantly." 

A few moments and the old family doctor was in deep consul- 
tation with Aunt Dunstan ; and Thurza, between her sobs, 
heard scraps of intelligence — ** Old tendency— great excitement 
— undue pressure — afraid of it ;" all which items strengthened 
and increased her fears to an alarming extent. She could ask 
no questions, for the doctor's next course was to follow on with 
John to town, in the hope of persuading Mr. Kingsley to 
return, or to arrest an evidently approaching catastrophe. 

And Thurza and her aunt were left for some hours to the 
agony of suspense. The doctor did not return, nor did the 
groom ; and with the certainty that something was wrong, but 
what, an unsettled question, the day wore sadly on — noon and 
afternoon, slowly, tediously wearing away, and still no nf^^%^ -M 
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Better that state of uncertainty than the reality that aw&Hed 
them. Half the time Thnrza paced up and down the verandah, 
with fixed gaze along the road to town. The dread, the shadow 
of the morning was on her, more strongly than ever, weighing 
her down with its intensity; hat ¥rith it still came the injunction, 
*' Hope thou in God/* and the promise, '' All things shall work 
together for good." And yet Thurza, with all her misgiying, 
with all her dread, was not prepared for the heavy trial that 
was coming upon her. Illness, prolonged illness in any shape, 
and poverty — these were the two evils she imagined and feared. 
Better the latter for her than a life-long terrible slaveiy—i^ 
yielding up of her hand when her heart went not with it, and 
to one who feared not God. But she had not dreamed of the 
terrible calamity that had even then fallen upon her. Something 
fearful had happened^ of that she was positive ; but her white 
lips testified to her alarm when down the road, full gallop, she 
saw John at last retaming, his horse in a foam with the rapidity 
of his movements. The rider's face was distressed in the extreme. 

" Your aunt, miss ? Your aunt ; where is she ?" ^ 
hurriedly asked. 

"Auntie, come here!" cried Thurza excitedly. Tell nie, 
John, is anything wrong ? is papa ill ?" 

'* What is it, John ?" asked Mrs. Dunstan, in alarm. 

" The master, ma'am; he's had a fit," answered John, in* 
choked voice. 

" Why don't they bring him home, John ? Why didn't 
Mr. Godfrey ? " asked Mrs. Dunstan indignantly, still far froi» 
guessing the truth. 

** He couldn't ; he couldn't be moved, ma'am. The doctors 
said it was apoplexy." 

"Apoplexy ! Oh, papa, papa !" shrieked Thurza. "Tak® 
me to him ; take me to him, John ! " • She held out her 
hands imploringly. 

He shook his head mournfully. " It's no' use, ma'am ; n* 
vse/' be muttered. 
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That do you mean ? Tell ns alL How is jour master 
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other speaker came upon the scene at that moment. 
'ej Kingslej pushed through the excited group, and 

himself upon the sofa in the parlour. 
Hiat is it, Godfrey ?" said his aunt, following. " Tell me 
orst," she almost shrieked, clutching his hands. 
b's all up, aunt ; that's all," returned Godfrey, in despairing 

" It's all up — father's dead, and we are beggars ! " 
nras long after that Thurza experienced the full sense of her 

It came like a heavy blow, prostrating her to the ground ; 
or many hours after her auntie's care was all required to 
in the flickering spark of life, or restrain her from the 
Dged fainting fit into which Godfrey's abrupt announce - 
had thrown her. Perhaps it was well that it was so; 
that the weakness that succeeded precluded all exciting 
lions. Mrs. Dunstan's tenderest feelings were fully deve- 
. now. Thurza. was cared for with a loving hand and 
; sometimes with so great a show of sympathy that it was 
inch for the delicate, unstrung nerves, 
id meanwhile all was too true. The attack had been long 
Qg on ; so said the doctor. Heavy pressure on the brain, 
iced by strong mental excitement, and as it ultimately 
)d, the consequence of heavy losses, had all told fearfully 
constitution and habit of body predisposed to the afOiiction; 
as a winding up of all, a letter which he received by the 
ish mail, on his arrival at the office, detailing a further 
e and extensive failure and loss, proved the one drop too 
I. He fell to the ground with a heavy crash, and there his 
nd the two clerks found him, with the letter crushed in 
and. Medical advice was called in instantly, but it was 
) avail ; two or three hours of ineffisctual effort, and life 
m1 away without a sign. 

In the midst of life we are in death." How true it is — ^and 
low little we dream of the truth. Let us eat, drink, and be 
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nieny, is the tenor of ordinary life ; and yet to-morrow it < 
may be we may die. What of the world beyond ? what of the 
world beyond ? 

There is One who has taken away the sting of death. Worth 
while to have that done for ns ; eh ! well worth while ! 

They wer^ beggars. So said Godfrey. It was not quite as 
he said — perhaps not quite as he feared. The house, that was 
his ; he had a young wife to bring home to that. Aunt Dunstan 
^lly understood it. She would have to vacate for the bride, 
and Thurza would have to go with her — little Thurza, on whom 
so heavily had fallen care. There was but a little gleaning 
amid the wreck for her ; but her aunt had an income and a home 
of her own, and she at once decided that, simple as it was, 
Thurza should share it with her. 

Not, indeed, that Frederick Bamet had withdrawn his plea; 
it was more earnestly put forward now than ever. He could 
not see Thurza ; her weakness withstood that ; but he urgently 
besought Aunt Dunstan's aid ; and she, poor soul, scarcely 
knew what to think or do. It would certainly be a good thing 
in one way. Thurza would have a splendid home, and she 
would be gladly welcomed to share in it. But then her own 
woman's nature had read another tale ; and a little letter she 
had carefully withheld during Thurza's illness, and till the 
funeral was over, was at length brought forward from its hiding- 
place and placed in her eager hands. The Wallaces had heard 
the sad tidings. Martin had been present in town at the 
funeral, and had himself committed into Mrs. Dunstan's handfi 
a second letter from Lizzie, in which she entreated permission 
to come and take Thurza for a few days to their own home among 
the hills, that all might be settled in hei* absence. It opened 
Mrs. Dunstan's eyes still more, and she cunningly watched the 
effects of the letter she had given. Upon that rested her advice 
to Frederick Barnet. The little letter that fell from the eager, 
trembling hands, in its bold, manly handwriting, was recognised 
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'y/rith sach a sadden flush of crimson that Mrs. Dunstan, with 
true kindness and delicacj of heart, withdrew, and left her to 
peruse it alone. 

When she returned, after half an hour's absence, it was out 
of sight ; but Thurza lay with the crimson still flushing her 
cheeksy and a half sad, half happj smile upon her lips that was 
touching to behold. 

" When did the letter come aunt ? " 

"It came — when : when you were ill, my dear Thurza." 

And all that time it had been without an answer. What 
would he — what would they think ? 

" Shall I tell Miss Wallace that you will accept her invita- 
tion ? " said auntie, with a half smile. 

" Yes, auntie," said Thurza, turning her face away ; " tell 
hep I will come." 

" That will be answer enough," she thought. ** Oh, papa, 
papa^ if you had but known ! " 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

FIRE ! FIRE ! 

And so it came to pass that Thurza Kingsley, in her weakness 
and sorrow, found a sheltering haven in the " Wren's Nest," 
and kind, loving friends in Martin and Lizzie ; something 
more indeed, but that was only tacitly admitted — no words 
passed beyond those that had always transpired ; for though 
Thurza's change in position had plainly demonstrated to Martin 
the wisdom of the course he had taken ; while she was yet in 
the first bitterness for the sudden death of a much-loved father, 
it was scarcely kind or delicate, he felt, to urge other claims. 
He took her consent to Lizzie's invitation as a reply in the . 
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affirmative to his own appeal. It was just what she wisbedlie 
should, and henceforth the few weeks she passed at the '^ Wren's 
Nest " were pleasant and healthfiil ones — quietly pleasant, and 
compensating hj their sweetness for all the wearj months of 
suffering and grief and distress that had passed. 

Gay, cheering, rousing visits they had too, now and then^ 
from Lindly Duncan and his pretty wife. It did them all good, 
and Thurza throve under the genial influences around her. 
But for one thing she would have been very happy — could flhe 
have been quite certain of her dear father's safety ; that was 
the bitterest drop of all her bitter cup, and sometimes she 
Writhed under its influence. She ventured once to tell her trouble 
to Martin : his answer was soothing, though very grave, — 

" It is not for us, dear Thurza, to unravel the mystery of the 
tomb. We cannot tell how far the spirit may have held inter- 
course with God ; even while the tongue was locked tohnnm 
utterance and the eyes sealed to human vision. The few last 
months, too, you have seen some hopeful signs ; rest in these 
hopes, and try to leave the rest in the hands of Him who does 
all things well. Even this shall be made plain some day.'* 
" You do not wonder at my feeling it — this doubt ? '* 
Thurza, looking up with tearful eyes. 

" No," he replied, laying his hand gently upon the trembling 
fingers that were tearing to pieces a lovely rose, which the 
moment before she had pronounced too lovely to be gathered; 
" No. Had it pleased God to have permitted no doubt to have 
rested on the subject, it would have seemed best to us ; but His 
way is always right. His to bestow, and His to take away. 
We must trust Hun for this, dear Thurza, as for everything 
else." 

And meanwhile Godfrey Kingsley wound up afiairs, and 
found that sufficient remained to carry on the business^ though 
scarcely on so large a scale, out of which a share devolved upon 
his sister, for such was the provision of his father's will; but 
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& slender share at present it was likelj to be. If business 
prospered of course it would increase ; at present it just afforded 
a trifling income for clothes and pocket-monej. It was her 
first admittance into the school of economy, and perhaps even 
that was good discipline for her. The old home had greatly 
changed ; its Aimiture had, some of it, gone to her aunt's little 
cottage at Kent Town ; some of it still remained, intermingled 
•nth newer, more modern fittings ; for Godfrey Kingsley, 
whose marriage had only been delayed by his father's death, 
bad arranged to take home his bride within a month ; and 
4imt Dunstan was already in her little home, striving to make it 
> pretty and enticing dwelling for her niece. 

Bat before she should take possession of this new home, there 
n^ere other claimants on her. Edith declared that at present 
}he had certainly the most right to her ; and so it was decided 
hi from the " Wren's Nest" she should go at once to " Rose 
^iUa" — Edie's lovely home; and Martin and Lizzie were 
appointed to accompany her, after she had completed her six 
weeks' stay with them. 

"Dear little * Wren's Nest,'" said Thurza, the evening before 
lec departure, as she sat with Martin and Lizzie in the old place 
-4he old happy place under the shadow of the verandah ; " dear 
ittle * Wren's Nest' " — and her voice was very sad — "I cannot 
hmk how it is that I should feel so very gloomy to-night, but 
. cannot resist the feeling that I shall never come here again." 

"Not come here again!" the brother and sister exclaimed 
ogether. 

"I cannot' account for it," said Thurza, looking down, and 
sars really gemming her lashes. 

"No reason in it, my darling," said Lizzie, laughing. "I 

ope we shall have you very often — for some time to come ; 

nd then — ^" She stopped abruptly, with a meaning glance, 

id^ rising, left her sentence to be filled up at pleasure. 

The colour rose in Martin's face as he turned and looked 

u 2 
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at the drooping figure at his side. His sister's seat was vacant, 
he qaietlj took it 

«* You like the * Wren's Nest,' do you not ? " he gently askei 
" Yes, Tery much. It has heen a happy, happy place to me," 
said Thurza warmly. 

" Would the thought of living here always he very unpleasant 
to you?" he presently continued. 

She looked up then — a little timid look, so unlike Thurza 
Kingsley that it almost troubled him. 

" You know what I mean, dear Thurza ; could you be happy 
and contented with such an unpretending little home? At 
present I have no better to offer." 

<* I do not ask, I do not wish a better," she simply replied, 
as she yielded her hands to his possession. 

" And you will be mine ? — ^you will promise that ?" 

*' I thought I had ; I thought you knew !" she replied, with 
a glance of naive surprise. It was more than he could stand 
that bright, sweet look ; he needed no other answer. She had 
given herself to him in truth, and one of his brightest ''golden 
gifts " he esteemed her. 

''Nevertheless, dear Lizzie, I should like a better setting for 
my jewel," he said that evening, as a little later his sister came 
back to her seat again. 

" He is less contented than I am, you see," laughed Thurza. 
" What can be better than a setting of roses ? " 

"Arcadia!" said Lizzie archly. 

" The prettiest little summer bower in the world," said Mar- 
tin, with a smile, quoting some of Thurza's own almost for- 
gotten words on her first visit to the " Wren's Nest" 

" It is too bad to bring up the past against me," said Thurza, 
half poutingly. " I have seen enough of it now to know how 
comfortable it is at any season. Dear Lizzie, don't laugh at me, 
but I could not bear to think I should never see it again." 

" Silly child ; think how soon you will have to return to it, 
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for, if I mistake not, Martin won't be satisfied even with his 
favonrite ''Wren's Nest" much longer, unless it is embellished 
hj his last new * golden gift.' But whj need 70a go, dear 
Thnrza ? You know how much we should like to keep you." 

''Yes, indeed; what need to go?" said Martin eagerly. 
"We have most right to you." 

" Oh, I must ! Dear Edie, she wants me," and Thurza's 
cheeks were very bright with colour. 

" No more than I do— not so much." 

" Perhaps not; but you can wait ! " was the saucy reply, and 
Thurza sprang up from her seat " Well, now for a look at the 
old haunts. I must take a farewell of all the places I love." 

" For a few weeks only, remember," said Martin, following 
her. 

And so little Thurza, with her forebodings, went away — fore- 
boding even to the last, till even Martin caught a little of her 
melancholy ; and Lizzie had enough to do to rally them both. 
They had a bright and glad reception, too, at " Rose Villa. " Edith 
in her pretty home was a sight worth seeing, so thoroughly had 
she taken upon herself her new position, so thoroughly entered 
upon her new work. Her husband declared her the choicest 
" golden gift " he had ever possessed. 

Martin returned once more alone to the hills ; but the fore- 
bodings had all vanished, and the pleasant realities remained 
as company for his journey. There was a pleasant sunshine 
gilding his future now, that made up for all past disap- 
pointments. It would be pleasant indeed to labour, labour 
hard and diligently, for his little wife in the future — no very 
distant future either. It was pleasant to lay out plans for that 
future ; not that they would or could be great, for many a 
year. The garden, the fields, the produce of both — his chief 
income was founded on these, though the dairy gave no 
inconsiderable portion of that But what did little Thurza 
understand about dairy work ! and if Lizzie was to go away, 
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there "iirould be an end to emolument from that quarter—a 
comfortable slice taken off the income at once. It could not, 
be helped ; something more lucrative might turn up. Things 
were not very bright, but he had much to be thankful for, 
manj golden gifts to acknowledge. He would even take 
things as they were, use his best energies, and leave the rest 

And so, determined to look at the bright side of the cloud, 
the silver lining that was beautifullj turning up its brilliant 
edges upon him from the sable drapery that had so long de- 
pended over his sky, he rode rapidly homewards, just in the 
right mood to enjoy the nice little cozy supper that Martha 
had prepared for him. It was early yet — early enough for 
him to stroll out after supper and take note of the work that 
day performed by his two helps, and plan thB course of the 
next day's work, and the forthcoming improvements that most 
transpire before his marriage. 

Yes, he could but feel proud of his own handiwork. What 
a transformation had taken place in those three or four 
years ! the desert had veritably blossomed as the rose ! What 
a change since those first four corner-posts were erected ; 
since the shingle roof was raised overhead, and, like an 
excrescence, the huge fabric of a chimney grew from its side 1 
Now shingles, roof, walls, chimney, and all were draped, 
elegantly festooned and draped, by flowering vines and tea- 
drils and leaves, all intertwined and intermingled in graceful 
profusion ; so carefully trained, so closly cut and intertwined 
as only to wear an ornamental appearance. How like magic 
had sprung up the various outbuildings, all orderly and orna- 
mental in their way, as well as useful — the magic of hard 
labour, positive work. The romance was all founded on the 
practical, after all ; the " Wren's Nest," in all its fairy loveU- 
ness, had sprung up from four bare walls and a wild waste of 
ground. 

Now there were pleasant sheltere.d walks, young trees in 
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vines in flourishing condition ; trees of all kinds 
rs, poplars, and almond, all yieing with each other in 
f foliage and tint ; flowers, what a perfect mosaic of 
t was in the season when flowers flourish best ; but 
V, by dint of irrigation, there were yet plenty of buds 
3oms — enough to crown a Queen, or adorn a drawing- 

a very hot season. The air that night seemed charged 
etricity ; for beyond the tiers, behind the tree-topped 
etched a long line of salmon-coloured clouds, mixed 
nd black flakes, and now and then between these 
ot forth a vivid flash of summer lightning. A storm 
fving. Better if it came — better for the thirsty earth, 
r the drying creeks, better for the vegetable world 
as sadly aflected by the insect tribe, and required the 

of electricity to cleanse and renovate them. Far 
le sky those heavy lurid clouds built a massive 
ion— and yet all might pass ofl*. Martin sat in his 

in the verandah very late, and watched them. Not 
temed stirring, not a breath of wind came to refresh 
re him. He did not care for bed ; what with his own 

thoughts, and the extreme heat, he much preferred 
nt place. The moon rose fair and clear above all — a 
lir moon, difl*asing a perfect flood of light over the 
3. The clouds did not touch her disc at present, there 
ty of cloudless space for her to revel in ; but the very 

gave was lurid, and spoke of heat. None of the soft, 
»ams that render moonlight so delicious were visible 
it. Heat, heat — rendered more intolerable even by 
sant croak of innumerable frogs, of myriads of locusts 
ets that sprang up in daylight in swarms from the 
rnt-up grass. 

oonlight rendered everything visible around. Martin 
he was not the only one in the neighbourhood who 



296 CK>LDEN GIFTS. 

preferred the oatside to the inside of the house. Far 
on every side, as well as near, there were lights in the ^ 
of the little hill-side dwellings. Here and there ca 
sound of the axe from some stalwart arms, who prefem 
in the absence of the sun, and thus prepared the way 
labour of a scorching day. 

" And so it will be," thought Martin, as he rose aA 
and began to think of going in. " It will be hot, no 
about it ; and perhaps the most sensible thing I coul 
just to turn into bed and take what rest I can." He 
suddenly and looked far out into the shadow of the hi 
a startled gaze. What was that ? — that sudden gleam 
— a belt of fire ? Was it lightning ? If so, it had 
some tree, for surely that was veritable smoke. II 
a moment looking, watching for its disappearance 
appear; it did not do that, it was increasing — moi 
moment it was increasing ; and forthwith rushed i 
mind certain recollections he had heard of fire among 1 
— devastating, wasting fire ! It had never been his lo 
see it, was it come at last ? Needing other eyes to 
the reading of his own, he ran round to the men's re 
called them loudly, — 

"Jack — Tom ! did you ever see the tiers on fii 
hurriedly exclaimed, as, half dressed, they present! 
their appearance, in a very bewildered condition. " 
belief they are on fire this moment.'* 

They were awake in a minute. "Fire ! the tiers 
fire! It's all up with you, master. We can nevi 
against it," exclaimed one of them despairingly. 

" Howsomever, we can do the best we can," replied t 
reproachfully ; "there's no harm in trying." 

Harm in trying : no, indeed. Bat Martin saw at 
that, however sheltered from storm and wind, his very 
was against him. The wind, too, was rising even no'' 
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much to be sore, but all from that waj ; and even while he 
luid been absent those few moments, the broad belt of fire 

. "Was travelling rapidly along ; the dry grass was fine fuel for 
ihe raging fiames. And yet what a 'magnificent sight it was : 
tall trees wreathed with fiery flames, jets of fire visible even 

. at that distance ; magnificent to any one but probable sufierers. 
" We must try to save the house, whatever else goes," cried 

I Martin gloomily. "Call Martha ; every hand is valuable at 

i* such a moment. Poor * Wren's Nest I ' " he added to himself. 

\ " Poor Uttle Thurza, it's aU up again I " 

\ 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

BEAUTY FOB ASHES. 

*^ is impossible to see the rich profusion spread over the land 
"^the waving grass, the tall trees depending their graceful 
foliage, the scented shrub, and herbaceous carpet, seared and 
O'lnit up and swept away with the desolation of bush fires — 
^^^ not feel how powerful is this agent, this element for good 
^^ Well as evil, and how greatly it needs the curbing hand of 
^n to restrain it ; nay rather, how much more powerful a 
l^and is requisite, and how little do we remember what to that 
'^^nd is due " who holdeth the winds in the hollow of His fist," 
Who commandeth the waves of the ocean and they trespass 
^0 farther. 

The sun broke forth in all its dawning splendour on the 
morrow of that disastrous night, illumining a scene of smoke 
and ashes. On either side the Mount Barker Road, where 
lately sprung the scented shrub and long-faded grass, the tall 
forest of slender pines were blackened and withered monu- 
ments of the devastating power that had blasted them. Even 
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now in their midst^ and for miles back, there were curling 
wreaths of smoke, and red smouldering embers, testifying of 
the living mischie£ Even now huge trees, devastated of thdr 
bnnches, burning at their heart's core, tottered and bowed 
themselves over the road, threatening every moment to fall 
upon the adventurous passengers. The air was heavy with 
the vapour and heat, and on all this scene of woe looked down 
the sun, adding its scorching influence and spreading afar the 
tide of sorrow. 

Perched upon the highest elevation .his land could boast, 
the favourite spot looking over the road, now black and 
withered like the rest, Martin sat that morning with head 
bowed upon his hands, looking gloomily out upon the utter 
demolition of all his pleasant things. All, all were gone — ^not 
an atom remained ; clothes, books, household treasures of 
various kinds, all vanished in the general conflagration. Life 
alone was saved, and for that he had much to be thankful, bat 
oh ! the rest was very bitter. 

Not that there had been no efibrts to save, but that there 
had been danger in so many quarters, each man busily 
employed for his own ; and around the little ** Wren's Nest" 
the Are seemed to concentrate its forces ; so that with all the 
efforts made by the three raw hands at such disaster— and 
very crude hands they were — it licked up every article of fuel, 
swept through the fences, leaving no trace behind, hung in 
festoons round the outer buildings — the piggeries, the dairy, 
the stables — and then clearing the garden, and its lovely 
walks and bowers, and exquisitely cultured trees with a 
ferocious fury, rushed headlong to the house. What were the 
few poor buckets of a dozen men now to the raging flames ! 
Down came the slender verandah, feeding in its course the 
hungry element ; the windows were soon shattered by the 
heat. In a very few moments, where all was so inflammable 
not even the bare posts remained to tell of what the " Wren's 
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!^est " had been. And crashed to the earth with the sudden- 
less, and the heaviness of the misfortune, Maii;in could barely 
>e persnaded to seek a place of safety himself while his men, 
Iriving together the cattle and pigs they had with difficulty 
VBcned from the flames, contrived to take them out of the 
leach of utter destruction. They were all that were saved ; 
he rest was reduced to ashes. 

Bright hopes crushed ; ^'golden gifts," so highly prized. 
Irretrievably lost ; treasure, household treasure, snatched sud- 
denly from loving hands that would never more caress them ; 
Mid in one night — one night— upon the whole fairy vision an 
imperishable blot imprinted ! Strange if even with the patient 
patriarch Job he had not felt in bitterness of spirit ; though at 
the same time, with him, amidst his utter desolation, Martin 
^oold exclaim, ''The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken 
awfty : blessed be the name of the Lord." 

Veritably it was, in Martin's case, an utter taking away — all 
tile fruit of long months of industry and care and skill utterly 
^d irretrievably i*uined, no trace even left of them in all their 
glory and beauty and freshness. ''Man proposeth" often, 
^deed ; but, verily, God alone is the Disposer of all, and 
BO are we day by day led to acknowledge before His majestic 
Presence, 

'* Our choicest comforts come from Thee — 
They go at Thy command." 

All this Martin felt, as he sat with bowed head looking down at 
bis idol as it lay crushed before him. An idol was it ? Even 
so ; in that hour of its destruction he felt that it had been, felt 
bow utterly needful for him had been the injunction of the 
SipoBtle, "Little children, keep yourselves from idols." Now 
he idol was gone, and with it, all. What now ? Was he to 
it there repining ? Had God preserved to him in safety life 
nd limb, and were both to remain inactive ? Not so — not so ; 
ndy shaking off despondency, he sprang to his feet, shook 
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himself, as if to scatter all apathetic feelings, and clasping his 
hands together, fervently exclaimed, — 

" God helping me, I will still go forward. I will trust, and 
not fear ! " 

Brave, noble-hearted Martin ! When has God ever dis- 
appointed this perfect trust ? Eh, trust — trust on ; it's one of 
thy most precious golden gifts, one npon which shall follow 
golden gains ! 

It was yet early ; but Martin had left the friendly sheltering 
roof of the A lands, and the hospitality so gladly lavished upon 
him, for a hurried ride to Adelaide. Well he knew that a fire 
in the tiers would shortly be the Adelaide topic of con- 
versation, and that the dear ones so intimately concerned in 
all themselves would suffer deeply in the suspense, more even 
than in the reality. He had only rested once on his waj) 
dismounting from his horse, which for the moment he had 
tied out of the reach of smoking branches, and sat down to 
take another and a morning view of all that night had cost 
him. Now springing again to his saddle, he turned his back 
upon the blackened, smoking ruin, and rode rapidly on 
his way. 

What a journey it was ! Far along the road on either hand 
rose the singed and leafless branches of those tall, straight 
trunks, some bending and bowing and ready to fall. Snaoke 
and heat attended him on his way. Again and again his horse's 
feet flinched beneath hot ashes, but scarcely turning to the 
right hand or to the left he kept forward, the memory of one 
little withered, seared-up spot still burning at his heart He 
had much to do, poor fellow, to preserve his new-found trust 
when the recollection of his homeless condition flashed across 
his memory. A little time ago and what a paradise he had 
Id tended to make the " Wren's Nest," what a home for his 
dear little Thurza ! and now he was himself without a home) 
and so was poor Lizzie. 
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There was the world to hegin again, that was certain ; hut 
he was strong, strong of limh and strong of will, and young 
still. Thurza, if she loved him, would wait ; Edie would take 
care of Lizzie for a while. No douht he must strike out 
some new course, what at present did not appear. He had a 
little capital jet to go on — a litde ready money in the hank ; 
his cows, his pigs, and horses were safe ; so was the cart. 
Everything else had perished in the flames. Well, there were 
some alleviating points even in this disaster. Among them, 
Martin reckoned the fortunate ahsence of Thurza and his 
sister, jnst in time to escape the fright. 

Thus alternately indulging in hope and fear, the dark clouds 
were looming heavily over his sky, and now little gleams of 
the sunshine heyond saluting him. He rode into Adelaide, 
and straight to his brother's office. Harry must be the first 
to h^r the bad news ; how would he bear it ? He was 
mistaken, however. Harry had left since the morning ; the 
English mail was in, and he had taken a bundle of letters to 
his sister's at Norwood. So they told him ; and remounting 
his horse, he was soon far on the Norwood route, and in the 
neighbourhood of "Rose Villa." 

How thankful he felt for Edie's happiness now — how 
rejoiced he was that she was removed beyond the wear and 
tear of poverty, the carping cares devolving upon those who 
have but little of this world's goods. What an air of easy 
affluence, of graceful competence, hung over the whole 
dwelling. Martin felt the contrast strongly as he threw open 
the large iron gates and led his horse along the neat carriage- 
drive, with its bordering of flowers, away through another 
gate to the stables, consigning it into the hands of the careful 
groom, and then slowly walked back again to the house : a 
pretty, well-built cottage of white stone, its substantial 
verandah draped and shadowed on all sides by climbing roses 
of many hues, mingled with other fragrant climbers and 
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cliDging tendrils. The sound of gaj voices came tbrongli the 
open dimwing-room windows, and now and then a briglit 
ringing laugh from Edith, not in nnison quite with his 
feelings. How little they knew what had befallen the 
" Wren's Xest,'' or on what mission he was coming in amongst 
them. He felt reluctant to break in upon their pleasure with 
his bad new8y and for a few moments stood at the open 
French windows with hesitating footstep. Suddenly a slight 
puff of wind lifted the curtain against which he stood, and 
betrayed him. There was a rush forward, and a glad shont 
of welcome. 

" How opportune ! ** 
My dear Martin, Fm so glad you have come ! " 
We were wishing for you ! " 

" I was just preparing to start off after you," was Harry's 
last exclamation ; and Martin stood in utter astonishment, 
completely silenced by the torrent of words poured out 
upon him. 

" Did you hear it, dear Martin ? " cried Edie, " Oh, Tm so 
glad, so delighted ! But how did you ? Why, your letters are 
here ! How did you know ? " 

" Oh, Martin knew something of this before," said Lindly 
Duncan, laughing ; " he's not quite so blind as he would h&re 
us suppose. You came in for letters, old fellow ; did you not ? ' 

''No," said Martin gravely, taking the seat his sister was 
forcing upon him. 

" No ? " there was a perfect shout. " What, and you knew 
nothing of our good news ? you hadn't come to tell us ? *' 

" Good news ! " said Martin slowly, and wonderingly looking 
round upon the excited group. 

" Yes ; the English letters ! " 

" I have no good news to tell you," replied Martin, so fnU 
of his own heavy tidings as to be able to pay little heed to 
their words ; " my news is dark enough. Lizzie, .my girl, we 
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are homeless now," be added, taming to his sister ; '* fairly 
burnt out. You were right, Thurza ; you will never see the 
* Wren's Nest ' again." 

"Oh, Martin!" 

** You don't mean it ? " ejaculated Lindly Duncan in 
istonishment. 

" Down to the ground, stock and stone ; nothing saved but 
ttie live stock — not a' flower, not a tree — the whole is a 
wilderness ! " 

" The fire in the tiers ! " said Harry, below his breath. 

" Is my news bad enough ? " asked Martin half satirically, 
looking round upon the sober faces. 

" Bad enough, dear Martin, at any time," said Lizzie, coming 
round and throwing her arms round his neck ; " worse, because 
I see you are so thoroughly exhausted and beaten out ; but all 
counterbalanced by our * good news.' " She stroked away the 
bair from his heated forehead, and stooped and kissed him. 
" Our good news, dear Martin, don't you want to hear it ? " 

" Good news in reality, and from England ? " 

" Yes," she exclaimed, laughing a little glad laugh. " That 
lawsuit, dear Martin, papa's old worry, is decided at last, and 
'^ our favour ! " 

He rose up then, pale and trembling, and held out his hands 
or the letters that were thrust into tbem. 

" No," said Edith, " not a word must you read, not a line, till 
'ou have taken something. Why, Lizzie — Thurza, he is fah^ly 
^hausted." 

What wonder ? all night up in the glare and heat atd 
^bour of a fire, a long, weary, hot ride, with his heavy losses 
^i^ssing heavily upon him, and the heavy tidings he had to 
^rry still more burdensome. What wonder that the stalwart 
fUme gave way, and with the sudden revulsion of feeling, 
^leness even like death came over the strong man's face. 
^or a little while nature took its revenge, but kind friends. 
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loving friends, were round him, and hope ringing sweet melody 
in his ears. '^ Thej who trust in the Lord shall never be 
ashamed," were the words that came with returning memory; 
out of the ashes of the little *' Wren's Nest" beautiful 
revelations of divine love were already arising. 



.1 
I 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE OIL OP JOT FOR MOUBNING. 

'' Oh, how pleasant it is ! What a soft, delightful breeze 
after all to-day's heat ! Thank you, dear Winnie ; I can see 
out so nicely now you have drawn back the curtain. I caa 
see all the beautiful hills even; the sunlight is just making 
them rosy. Do look ! " 

Winnie did look — looked with eyes deeply appreciative of 
the sunset loveliness that was shedding over them such rich 
tints of purple and amber ; but her eyes soon went sorrow- 
fully back to rest upon the little pale face — with its large dark 
eyes rendered now preternatural ly large by the thinness and 
pallor — ^now uptunied towards those hills with such a sad, 
such a wistful look. 

Ada Grey was an invalid still, gradually fading away, and 
already but the shadow of her former self. The strength of 
the fever that succeeded that night's terror and exposure had 
long since expended itself, but unutterable weakness had suc- 
ceeded, till at last the lovely healthy child of twelve months 
ago was transformed to feebleness and helplessness, whidi 
threatened even to snap the thread of life. There was but 
one remedy for this — change of air, and change of scene — good 
bracing sea air; and for this change she was preparing. 
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Aland Creek, with all its improvements, all its refinements 
lad become a drearj home to Mrs. Aland since that unhappy 
hj of Ada's straying and return. She said but little to her, 
usband, but he read her secret ; and one evening when alone 
7ith Winnie, told her what he thought. 

'* Her life is bound up in the child's life," he said ; ** and no 
render, Winnie ; she's a dear little thing, pretty and winsome, 
nd we should not like to part with her." 

** Something ought to be done, father," said Winnie. " I 
now manmia feels it deeply. We are so far from a doctor, 
nd there are so many things we cannot get that poor little 
ida fancies." 

*' And I am an old man, Winnie — ^an old man ; there is not 
mch more work in me." 

** No need of work for you, dear father." 

" I might well get a rest, at any rate," he smiled. " I have 
lenty of money, Winnie — plenty for you, dear ; and the run 
rill be for the boys. Another year or two Ernest will be 
Bady to buckle in. Your mother would like to live near 
idelaide again ; I think I should too." 

" Shall you ? Do you really mean it ? and do you think you 
liall like it ? " cried Winnie, in surprise. 

**I think so; it will only be a return to former habits, 
rinnie. I remember the time — before you were born, my girl 
-when the thought of living in such a wild as this was in- 
)lerable to me." 

Winnie was silent. To her there was nothing pleasant in 
le thought of exchanging the " wild " for the artificial ; 
othing pleasant in the exchange of freedom, and nature, and 
>rest-land for conventionalisms, and formality, and precision. 
[er whole heart clung to Aland Creek ; and therefore she had 
answer to give. 

" Have you decided to go, and soon ? " she at length found 
ords to say. 
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** I hare decided, as nearij as it is possible to decide. It 
principally rests upon one thing — ^I mean the permanencj of 
onr star, for whether or not we shall go next week ; little Adft 
wants immediate change." 

'^IKliat might preTcnt jon?" Winnie asked half esgerij, 
as if she almost hoped it was something tangible. 

** A letter from Melbonme, that I am expecting hj this mail} 
Winnie ; it all hinges upon the answer that letter brings." 
Winnie flashed crimson and looked suddenly very wide awake 
indeed. • 

" A letter from Willie ?" she asked, in a quiet yoice. 

*' Yes. I have reason to belieye he has been doing but 
badly at those diggings ; and the boy is proud, he'd nitiier 
starve than give up or return without gold, unless something 
compels him to do so. Now, I like him, always did. The 
run will be all the better for his presence. So, Fve just 
offered him a share, if he'll take the old concern on his ha&ds 
till the boys are of an age to manage their portions. I know 
he likes sheep-fiurming. Do you think he'll oblige the old mui, 
Winnie ?" 

Fortunately for Winnie, at that moment Ada's little l)ell 
tinkled. She rose immediately and left the room ; not indeed 
immediately to go to her little sister, she. was not quite ready 
for that. The whole conyersation with her father excited her 
terribly, the last part particularly — old thoughts, old feelings 
came rushing wildly up unbidden, and, having sent a servant 
to attend on Ada, she sat for some time in her little room, 
her face buried in her hands, in a perfect bewilderment of 
thought. 

" Would he come ? would he consent to her father's wishes ? 
would the run after all really belong to him ?" She cooM 
not tell. But what could it matter to her ? her destinatioi 
was Adelaide ; her home in far different scenes. Aland Creek 
would soon be little enough to her. She could not bear the 
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thought, and yet the mere idea that he might soon he there 
was not unpleasant to her. 

All daj long afiber that day she watched and waited eagerlj, 
with a sick eagerness, for the post to come in. It had surely 
never before been so tedious. 

" Poor Winnie ! " her father thought, without even a suspi- 
cion of the real truth ; " I am sorry for her ; it will be hard to 
tear her from her bush life ; but better, perhaps — better after 
a while. And if nothing else happens, when her brothers are 
grown up she can come back and keep their house for them." 

It had been a heavy, close day, a day of excessive heat, the 
day in fuct following that so disastrous to the ^^ Wren's Nest," 
the very evening when good and bad tidings were being so 
strangely exchanged at '^Rose Villa." And Winnie, as she often 
did, had taken her work into the drawing-room where little Ada 
was lying, and, drawing one of the large chairs close to the 
widely-open windows, had carefully placed the little invalid 
amidst its cushions, with a volume of the Illustrated News 
to amuse her, gathering the delicate net- work curtains to one 
side that the fresh breeze might wander at will on every side. 

** Will he come ?" that was the one burden of her thoughts. 
She wished for, and yet she dreaded the answer. Was her 
banishment to be sealed or not ? Ada had no clue to two or 
thi*ee sighs that found their way every now and then from 
tremulous lips. 

** Would you not rather be out, dear Winnie, than in here so 
long?" she presently asked, wearily. "I am sure you must be 
tired. I am." 

" No, dear ; I am not tired. I would rather be here. 
Mamma is out for a little while, you know. What can I do to 
relieve you ?" 

** Sing — oh, sing, Winnie ; that will rest me best. Sing 
' Rest for the Weary ;' I like that" 

And Winnie laiddown her work, and opening the piano 

x2 
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played a soft prelude and a simple, low accompaniment. Her 
voice was very sweet; it never failed to soothe and tranquillize ; 
and Ada lay back with clasped hands, listening with a qniet 
smile. Very sad herself, but very willing to please her little 
sister, Winnie sang on till the shadows deepened in the room and 
gleams of moonlight came stealing through the lifted curtains, 
sending silver bars across the carpet Then she came and 
knelt down at the open window by the side of the little girl 
and talked. 

'Tm sure Lizzie Wallace would say your singing was a 
* golden gift,' dear Winnie," said the child, affectionately 
bringing the head, with its soft golden curls, to her knees and 
stroking it lovingly. " Seems to me you are just made up 
of ' golden gifts ;' everything seems to be gold about you. 
There is your hair — beautiful hair it is, like silk, I see its 
golden light in the moonbeam ; and your words — soft and 
gentle and kind — they are to me pure gold, I know they are ; 
and then, you're the best nurse, the best cook, the best 
am user — " 

" Stop, stop, Ada, dear," exclaimed Winnie, laughing and 
putting her hand up to the little earnest mouth. 

" But I must say it — I must ; you're all golden to me, dear 
Winnie. I couldn't have lived without you ; and I think you 
must always have been good ; I do." 

" Winnie has found a warm advocate in her little cousin," 
said a soft voice at the door behind them. 

Winnie started to her feet with a bound, and stood facing the 
entrance white and trembling. 

"Was it? could it be?" 

Ada solved the difficulty. "Oh, Willie!" she exclaimed 
joyfully. " Oh, Willie, I'm so glad ; you have come back, then* 
you good man ?" 

" Come back, but sorry to see my little cousin has been so ill,** 
said William Aland, advancing into the moonlight; "and veiy 
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glad she has not forgotten me, as I fear Winnie has," he added 
reproachfully. 

" Oh, Willie !" was all Winnie could trust herself to say ; 
but she presehtly managed to add, " We were only expecting 
a letter. When did you come ? Does father know ?" 

" I came in with your father and mother, Winnie ; I met 
them, with the messenger who brought my letter. I came in 
the same vessel with my letter. Was not that funny, little 
one ; eh ?" 

Did you really ?" 

Keally. And you knew me ? I thought perhaps I looked 
too much of the digger." 

** Let me look at you. Oh, Willie, what a great beard! what 
a moustache I No, indeed ; I knew your voice ; had I seen 
you I'm sure I shouldn't have known you. How rough your 
hands are !" 

William Aland laughed. "They had need be, little cousin; 
plenty of hard knocks they have had. I've got some fine speci- 
mens for you ; some for Winnie, too, if she will have them.'' 

And here he was, back again, just the same ; just as if he 
had never left them ; just as if those weary months had never 
passed. Was it just the same ? No, it was not ; there was a 
wide difference between the present and the past The sorrow 
had worn itself out, from his tones. He was not the same, 
for he had gone away burdened with a heavy disappointment ; 
and now the wound was healed, the pain was gone. Winnie 
soon knew that — a few moments told her that tale. Her 
cousin William Aland wore the same light heart as ever ; his 
dream had passed, leaving no clouds behind. 

He was not the same to her ; not quite. Something, she 
could not tell what, was very pleasant in his voice. He was 
not exactly the Willie of old. Did she like the present 
state of things better than the old ? How could she help it ? 

The servant came in presently with lighted candles, and 
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presently also Martha carried Ada away to bed ; and Winnie 
and her cousin were left alone. 

"You did not expect me, Winnie?" he asked, coming to 
her side, as she still stood, half sheltered by the curtain, look- 
ing out into the moonlight. 

" No," Winnie frankly answered ; " at least, father expected 
a letter first. " 

" Do you think I am really wanted ?" 

" I'm sure you are. Mamma is not happy here ; little Ada 
is wasting away ; she will die if they stay here. And father 
wants to retire; he's had enough work." 

" And you ; do you fancy Adelaide ? do you want to go ? I 
thought you liked the bush best." 

'* I do ; you know I do. I have lost none of my old likings. 
Did you think I had ?" she exclaimed, with a little of her own 
flashing fun returning. 

" You have very much altered, Winnie ; very much. I conld 
not be sure. Do you not remember that I once told you that in 
spite of yourself you should become a lady, should become 
refined ? but I little thought how completely this would be 
ratified, how entirely my cousin would change, or of what re- 
finement she was capable under proper training. Winnie, yon 
may turn the tables completely on me now ; I am too unrefined 
myself for drawing-room society." There was a little bittemees 
in his tones as he said this, and he leant out of the window as 
he did so, and pulling a rose-leaf from the stem, tore it slowly 
to atoms. "Rough contact with diggings society, and with 
hard fare and harder ways, does not tend either to soften or 
refine ; and, after all, it was not my lot to find the big nuggei 
I have come home but little less empty than I went, with hands 
as rugged as my beard ; and yet, Winnie, rich in one posses- 



sion." 



Winnie looked up through her tears, for they were filling 
and overflowing her eyes now. 
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" Rich in possessiug/' he continued presently, without turning 
owards her, " what Lizzie Wallace would call a * golden gift ' 
^the gift of God's love, the knowledge of pardoned sins ; and 
11 through the merits of a Saviour's death. It is worth more 
han the golden nugget, Winnie." 

" Oh, Willie, I'm so glad ! " Winnie breathed below her 
•ireath. 

" You remember the little Bible you gave me when I left ; 
lere it is, I have never parted with it. This is the friend 
hat led me to the Saviour — a dear, a tried little friend and 
omforter it has proved. For months I had a rough, wild life 
f it at the diggings — first in one place, then in another — throw- 
ng myself into every kind of wickedness, and danger and 
oily.' At last I was cut down in my madness. Fever of a 
oalignant kind assailed me. My mates attended me well till all 
laDger was passed, and then, when I could just creep about* 
ihej left me. I cannot blame them, they had families of their 
>wii to look after ; and a rush for gold in a distant part took 
til hands from the spot where I lay." 

** They left you alone ?" exclaimed Winnie, in terror. 

** Yes, but not without food ; and water was plentiful near 
the tent. I could just creep about, though too weak to go many 
yrards at a time. Then it was your little Bible became precious; 
in those lonely hours I learnt the value of prayer. Winnie, I 
trust from that time I became a changed man." 

" How good Gtod is," said Winnie, sobbing. " How I 
dreaded your going to the diggings." 

" * He leadeth the blind by a way they know not,' " said 
William gravely. " I went to bury a sorrow, and found a joy 
I little thought or cared for." 

It was his first reference to the past, but there was nothing 
now sorrowful in his tone. Springing up from his recumbent 
position, he suddenly took her hands in his and looked down 
into her drooping face. 
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" And now, Winnie," he exclaimed, " I have come here 
partly by my uncle's earnest request ; more by my own secret 
desire. But after all it remains with you whether I go or staj. 

" "With me ! " And "Winnie's surprise was very simple and 
genuine. 

"Yes, Winnie, with you," said William, more gravely, 
" unless you have altered so entirely as to despise me — unless 
I have so changed as to have lost your good opinion, I tell jou, 
WinniiB, Aland Creek will be nothing without you. If you go, 
I cannot remain. Winnie, will you stay ? for my sake will 
you stay ?" 



CHAPTER XXXVn. 

FINALE. 



Perhaps never had lawsuit finally wound up at a more favour- 
able time than that which suddenly lifted the Wallaces far 
above want or the necessity for great manual labour^ and placed 
an easy competency at their disposal. It was just one of those 
happy turns in Providence that are occuiTing constantly here 
and there in this work-arday life, not indeed as the mere work 
of chance, but guided and regulated by the unerring hand of 
one who tempers the wind to the shorn lamb, who causes the 
very surge of ocean to scatter at our feet its Orient pearls I 

It is, indeed, the eye of the child of God that can alone detect 
the tokens of a Father's hand in the storm as well as the cahn, 
in the cloud as well as in the sunshine, and knows that all is 
for good, be it storm or calm. Some things verily seem intri- 
cate in this life even to the eye of faith, but all is to be made 
clear hereafter, and the slender thread that has ti*aced thy way, 
oh weary one, shall all be unravelled above ! 

The little " Wren's Nest" in its vernal beauty and loveliness 
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Bvas a thing of the past ; the lahour and industrj and taste of 
lODg, long months had now all passed away, leaving no trace 
behind, for the fury of the fire found plenty to feed upon in the 
substantial fences, the well-arranged out-houses, and sheds and 
bams — ^all added fuel to the flames. The whole place was 
blotted out by the searing influence of fire, from even the recol- 
lection ; nothing save the gaunt, weird, uncouth chimney 
remaining to tell the tale of what had heen. 

** It will do no good for you to go and see the old spot again," 
3aid Martin to Thurza and his sister, as, two or three days 
itfter, they sat in consultation in the pretty hreakfast-room at 
'* Rose Villa," Aunt Dunstan having added her presence to the 
group. ** The whole place is a blot ; you would scarcely 
recognize it again." 

"We have been very happy there," sighed Lizzie. "I 
am very sorry it is destroyed. Though we should never have 
needed it again, some other family might have found it as 
pleasant a home as we have done." 

" It has been a very precious little hut to us all, I think," 
laughed Harry, " if we may judge by the number of * golden 
gifts ' we have discovered while living there. I am sure I had 
no i^ea I had half so many till Lizzie taught me to discover them." 

" You may go on discovering for yourself, Mr. Harry," 
t*eplied his sister archly ; ** remember, the * golden gifts' are 
multiplying as your sphere widens ; and wealth is a * golden 
gift ' that will require very careful keeping." 

** Dear little * "Wren's Nest,' if I had never known it, what 
"Would have become of me ?" sighed Thurza, but in so low a 
tone that it only reached Lizzie's ears. " How ignorant I was 
of the ' golden gifts ' you loved so highly ; and now what 
Bhould I do without them ?" 

Aunt Dunstan had been summoned on an important matter. 
The division of the property in England necessitated the 
presence of the chief members of the family. It was, there- 
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fore, imperative that Martin shoald sail for the homerland bytbe 
next vessel leaving port, and Lizzie and Harrj determined to 
accompanj him. There was only one course remaining, either 
little Thurza must he left hehind, or must suhmit to an imme- 
diate marriage ; and as under present circumstances the former 
expedient was not to he thought of, it was presently agreed 
upon that the ceremony should he very quietly performed in 
that very room just a week from that time. 

Edith, who was not one of the intended voyagers, was rather 
discomposed at this arrangement. She had made up her mind 
to retain Thurza as a sort of hostage for her brother's return. 

" It is too bad, I declare, Martin, for you all to go — even 
Aunt Dunstan. What shall I do ? You will be so pleased to 
get away amongst the gaieties and beauties of England thftt 
poor Australia will be thrown into the shade. I shall never 
see you any more." 

'* You need not fear, Edie," said Martin seriously ; " we 
shall not want to stop in England. If God spares us, weshftU 
be all back again in a few months — all excepting Harry ; and 
he is determined upon pursuing the law, with double vigour. 
Are you not, Harry ?" 

" Yes, indeed I am so," said Harry funnily. 

^* Edie evidently is not satisfied with the golden gift she has 
in her husband ; at least she can't dispense with the rest of her 
possessions," laughed Lindly, coming behind and playfully 
stroking her hair. 

After that day, time was all too short for preparation ; and 
at the time appointed Thurza Kingsley put off her mourning; 
and for one day assumed the apparel of a 'bride, and yielded up 
her wilful little hand to the safe keeping of Martin Wallace. 
The wedding ceremony was even less pretentious than that of 
Edith's, and at its close the sweet little bride, half smiles, half 
tears, was carried off by the happy bridegroom on a hurried, 
but pleasant little tour of a few days, leaving Aunt Dunstan 
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and his sisters, with a bevy of handmaidens, to the arrange- 
ments of outfits for the voyage ; which thej laughingly assured 
them would get forrv'ard all the better for their absence. 

A week later and a gay bridal party were grouped round the 
altar of Christ Church, North Adelaide. The bride was fair 
and lovely — so they said — with eyes of a singularly soft blue, 
and hair of a silky gold, and a tall, well- developed yet girlish 
figure, around which the delicate muslin fioated like a cloud. 
Winnifired Aland never in truth looked more fair than when 
she stood at the altar plighting her troth to her cousin ; and 
never looked bridegroom prouder than William Aland as 
encircling the slender finger with the ominous hoop of gold, he 
bent low and whispered, " My own, my precious * golden gift.' " 
And thus had terminated so far all the doubts, and anxieties, 
and sorrows; a happy and a joyful goal had been reached. It 
is as far on their journey as we intend to accompany them ; 
what new trials may await, what new griefs be discovered, 
what other *' golden gifts " may lie in their way we cannot tell. 
This we know, that as beneath the soils, fathoms deep in the 
earth, enwrapped and moulded up by slate and pipeclay and 
quartz, the rich veins and nuggets of material gold require re- 
search and labour and perseverance to obtain, so there are^'golden 
gifts " around us in all directions, crossing and recrossing our 
path, easily passed by, easily neglected, easily slighted, yet 
well rewarding the diligent seeker, well repaying the search — 
golden gifts in every one's possession of various kinds, of various 
characters, and difierences in value — but, like the true gold, 
all the brighter for the use that is made of them. We too 
would repeat the Apostle's injunction — " Neglect not the gift 
that is in thee ' " - 

It was a lovely day. Some of the summer's heat had passed, 

and autumn was stealing in to modulate its sunshine. It was 

just the very day of all others that they ought to have chosen, 

supposing the choice had devolved upon them ; Edith said a 
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day to make their recollections of South Australia pleasant. 
That a memory of its flowers and fruits should accompany 
them she had determined, for she and her husband had brought 
both in profusion as a last gift to the voyagers of the Daphne. 

The group was a sorrowful, and yet a gay one. Edith's 
spirits indeed were so extravagant that her husband more than 
once looked anxiously at her, and covertly surveyed his watch, 
as though he hoped that this severe trial, as he knew it was to 
her, would soon be over. Lizzie could with difficulty restrain 
her tears, and altogether it was becoming painful in the 
extreme, when the tide of feeling was changed by a fresh 
instalment of visitors, and William Aland with his young 
bride came on board to bid their friends farewell. 

The few moments all bustle, congratulations, and merriment 
departed rapidly ; in the midst of the fun, and rejoicing, and 
little awkwardness that succeeded came the ominous bell 
warning all visitors to leava Then two or three moments 
passed of agonizing embraces between the sisters, and Lindly 
Duncan had carried his half-fainting wife on shore, and the 
vessel moved slowly off from her moorings. 

"For a few months only, Edie. Keep up your spirits, 
darling," Lindly whispered, as he held her to him, "a few 
months, and your * golden gifts ' will be returned!" And then 
they stood watching till the graceful Daphne, with her gaUant 
sails, slowly passed down the river and dropped out of sight. 



THE END. 
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and Engravings of the Musical Instruments of many Nations. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 2J. 6d. 

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, ds. 

Embroidery {Handbook of). Edited by Lady Marian Alford, 
and published by authority of the Royal School of Art Needlework. 
With 22 Coloured Plates, Designs, &c Crown 8vo, $s. 

Emerson {R. W.) Life and Writings. Crown 8vo, Zs. 6d. 
English Catalogue of Books. Vol. III., 1872— 1880. Royal 

8vo, half*morocco, 42^. 

Dramatists of To-day. By W. Archer, M.A. Crown 

8vo, %s. 6d. 

English Philosophers. Edited by E. B. Ivan Muller, M.A. 

A series intended to give a concise view of the>vorks and lives of English 
thinkers. Crown 8vo volumes of 180 or 200 pp., price 31. 6d. each. 



Francis Bacon, by Thomas Fowler. 
Hamilton, by W. H. S. Monck. 
Hartley and James Mill, by G. S. 
Bower, 



•John Stuart Mill, by Miss Helen 
Taylor. 
Shaftesbury and Hutcheson,- by 

Professor Fowler. 
Adam Smith, by J. A. Farrer. 
• Not yet published. 

Episodes in the Life of an Indian Chaplain. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 12s. td. 



List of Publications, 



Episodes of French History. Edited, with Notes, Maps, and 
Illustrations, by Gustave Masson, B.A. Small 8vo, zs, dd, each. 

1. Oharlemagne and the Oarlovinffians. 

2. liOuis XI. and the Omsades. 

3. Part I. Francis I. and Charles V. 

„ II. Francis I. and the Benaissance. 

4. Henry IV. and the End of the Wars of Belierlon. 

Erema; or. My Father's Sin. 6s. See Blackmork 

Etcher {The). Containing 36 Examples of the Original 
Etched-work of Celebrated Artists, amongst others : Birket Foster, 
T. E. Hodgson, R.A., Colin Hunter, J. P. Heseltine, Robert 
W. Macbeth, R. S. Chattock, &c. Vols, for 1881 and 1882, 
imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 12s. 6d. each. 

Eton. See « Day of my Life," " Out of School," " About Some 
Fellows." 



ppARM Ballads. By Will Carleton. Boards, i^.; cloth, 

•^ gilt edges, is. 6d. 

Farm Festivals. By the same Author. Uniform with above. 

Fami Legends. By the same Author. See above. 

Fashion {History of). See ** Challamel." 

Fechner {G. T.) On Life after Death. i2mo, vellum, 2s, 6d. 

Felkin (R. W.) and Wilson {Rev. C T.) Uganda and the 
Egyptian Soudan. An Account of Travel in Eastern and Equatorial 
Africa ; including a Residence of Two Years at the Court of King 
Mtesa, and a Description of the Slave Districts of Bahr-el-Ghazel arid 
Darfour. With a New Map of 1200 miles in these Provinces ; 
numerous Illustrations, and Notes. By R. W. Felkin, F.R.G.S., 
&c., &c. 5 and the Rev. C. T. Wilson, M.A. Oxon., F.R.G.S. 
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 28^. 

Fern Paradise {The) : A Plea for the Culture of Ferns. By 
F. G. Heath. New Edition, fuUy lUustrated, large post 8vo, cloth, 
gilt edges, \2s. 6d, Sixth Edition. 

Fern World {The). By F. G. Heath. Illustrated by Twelve 

Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of every 
Species of British Fern, printed from Nature ; by severed full-page 
and other Engravings. Cloth, gilt edges, 6th Edition, izr. 6d. 

Few Hints on Proving Wills {A). Enlarged Edition, is. 
Fields {y. T.) Yesterdays with Authors. New Ed,, Svo.^\^^, 
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First Steps in Conversational French Grammar, By F. Julien. 
Being an Introduction to "Petites Le9ons de Conversation et de 
Grammairc," by the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, 128 pp., u, " " 

Florence. See " Yriarte." 

Flowers of Shakespeare. 32 beautifully Coloured Platesf. 5^. 

Four Lectures on Electric Induction, Delivered at the: Royal 

Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. Gordon, B.A. Cantab. ' \Yith 
numerous Illustrations. Cloth limp, square i6mOy 31'. 

Foreign Countries and British Colonies, A series of Descriptive 
Handbooks. Each volume will be the work of a writer who has 
special acquaintance with the subject. Crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. each. 



Australia, by J. F. Vesey Fitzgerald. 
Austria, by D. Kay, F.R.G.S. 
•Canada, by W. Eraser Rae. 
Denmark and Iceland, by £. C. 

Otte. 
Egjrpt, by S. Lane Poole, B.A. 
France, by Miss M. Roberts. 
Greece, by L. Sergeant, B.A. 
♦Holland, by R. L. Poole. 
Japan, by S. Mossman. 
•New Zealand. 

•Persia, by Major-Gen. Sir F. Gold- 
smid. 

• Not ready yet. 

Franc {Maud Jeanne), The following form one Series, small 
post 8vo, in uniform cloth bindings, with gilt edges: — 



Peru, by Clements R. Markham» 

C.B. 
Russia, by W. R. MorfiU, M.A. 
Spain, by Rev. Wentworth Webster. 
Sweden and Norway, by F. H. 

Woods. 
♦Switzerland, by W. A. P. Coolidg 

M.A. 
•Turkey-in-Asia, by J. C. McCoan, 

M.P. 
West Indies, by C. H. Eden, 

F.R.G.S. 



Emily's Choice. 5^. 

Hall's Vineyard. 4J. 

John's Wife : A Story of Life in 

South Australia. 4^. 
Marian; or, The Light of Some 

One's Home. jj. 
Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 4^. 



Vermont Vale. 5^. 

Minnie's Mission. 45*. 

Little Mercy. 5^. 

Beatrice Melton's Discipline. 4^. 

No Longer a Child. 4^. 

Golden Gifts. 5x. 

Two Sides to Every Question. 5j. 



Francis (F.) War, Waves, and Wanderings, including a Cruise 
in the ''Lancashire Witch." 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24J. 

Froissart {The Bofs), Selected from the Chronicles of Eng- 
land, France, Spain, &c. By Sidney Lanier. The Volume is 
fully Illustrated, and uniform with * * The Boy's King Arthur." Crown 
8vo, cloth, 7j. 6d. 

J^n^m Newfoundland to Manitoba ; a Guide through Canada's 
MsnitSxicity Mining, and Pxame Provinces. By W. Fraser Rae. 
Crown 8vo, with several "M^a^s, 6s, 
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r^AMES of Patience. See. Cadogan. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition), 2 vols, in i, small 4to, 6s. 
THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price dr. each ; or in calf extra, price los, 6d, ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2s, (>d. 

The Gentle Life, Essays in aid of the Formation of Character 

of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 
About in the World, Essays by Author of " The Gentle Life." 
Like unto Christ, A New Translation of Thomas h, Kempis' 

" De Imitatione Christi." 

Familiar Words, An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book, dr. 

Essays by Montaigne, Edited and Annotated by the Author 
of "The Gentle Life." 

T7u Gentle Life, 2nd Series. 

The Silent Hour: Essays^ Original and Selected, By the 
Author of "The Gentle Life." 

Half 'Length Portraits, Short Studies of Notable Persons. 
By J. Hain Friswell. 

Essays on English Writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

Other Peoples Windows, By J. Hain Friswell. 
A Matins Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



Gilder {W, H) Schz^atha's Search. Sledging in quest of the 

Franklin Records. Illustrated, 8vo, 12s, 6d, 

Gilpin^s Forest Scenery. Edited by F. G. Heath. Large 
post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with "The Fern 
World," re-issued, *J5, 6d, 

Gordon {J, E, H), See " Four Lectures on Electric Induc- 
tion," " Physical Treatise on Electricity," " Electric Lighting." 

Gouffk, The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouff^ ; trans- 
lated and adapted for English use by Alphonse GoUFFfi, Head 
Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates 
printed in colours. 1 61 Woodcuts, 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. zs. 

Domestic Edition, half-bound, \os, 6d. 

** By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub- 
mitted to the gastronomical world." — Pall Mall Gazette, 









y/'. / ^V /•.»• /v Ccnwrsati'tial Fr. 

r.- ::..; nn L.tn. !ucli.»n to ** IVt ' 
Ij:. :..:...i:!»/' l.y tl;-.: >.'.:::;.' Alilh.;-. 

/" ri?::c, Svc " Vriartc." 

/v wen I'/ Shjh's/eaf'C, 32 bo".* 

/i/y;- /.(i/:.'/is vii Electric JfiJ 

r..;i:.ci. ■U'. Ii;utr.'\:;"ns. ClolU !" 

I\rc:\'i Ci'UJitiic^ atni British (' 
\\,.vA\ 'v^\<. Kach volume wi' 
. ;. c ; i.i! a<..'ii:. jp.lancc wiih the sr.i 

Ai: \\A.\\, 1/v [. I'\ Vf.-cv FilzcreraM. 
A ■ : >: I M, 1 1 y I >. K ;i y, F. R. ( i. S. 
*»'.'....•. !.', l.v W. Kr.i'-r Kac. 
l»-:::i:.nk an I Iccl.md, by E. C. 

^'-IM'U ^'X '*^' I'Ji"c PcHilc, Ij.A. 
I :.'.:..».•, I'y Mi>.s M. Rohcrt.s. 
(i.f I-..', l)y 1.. Scri^caiit, I J. A. 
*Il-.!i.niI, \>y R. L. I'uolc. 
I.!|..iii. l»y S. Mu>.sman. 

• Ni '.V /.r.;Ia;;il. 

♦ I'l : -:.u by Majtjr-Gcn. Sir F, Go!.b 



,: 1 

■ i * •• 



• A'.'/ 



t 



wta* 



J h;::.- {Mil !td Jeanne), The : 

l'i..-,t ilvo, in uniform doth binU!: .. • ■.•■ ■•^^ 



I'mily's Choice. 5*. 

1 1 a! ! *s V incyard. 41. 

Jt.hii's Wife : A Story of life • 

Stuith Australia. 41. 
Marian; or, The DgM 

< »ne's Home 
Silken Cords and 

jFnuti'is (^) 7? 

in the "I- . 0. .s, 

Ftvissart ^ ^ 



'. •..-« 






<> t 



List of Publications, 1 3 



igazine. Published Monthly. 160 pages, 

cr, 18S0, to May, 1 881. 

iSSi, to November, 188 1. 

to November, 1S82. 

..-. 6d, each. 

lie ' is so thickly sown with excellent illustrations that to count 
- of time : not that it is a picture magazine, for the engravings 
I- the manner seen in some of our choicest iditiotis deluxe.*^— 

■ 

-0 bi^, and so cheap. ... An extraordinary shillingsworth— 
. 'js, with over a score of articles, and more than three times as 
—Edinburgh Daily Review. 
ilEngsworth . . . combining choice literature of both nations." — 

*') journalistic London: Portraits and En- 
letterpress, of Distinguished Writers of the Day. Fcap. 

Recruits^ and the Girls they left behind them, 
vo, dr. 

-.iurries us along in unflagging excitement."— Timtf, 

a. Three Years* Travels and Adventures in the 
. Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 1871. By Dr. 
{WEINFURTH. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map. 
jwn 8vo^ doth, 1 5 J. 

/cis George). See "Autumnal Leaves," "Bumham 

' "Fem Paradise," "Fern World," ** Gilpin's Forest 
" "Our Woodland Trees," " Peasant Life," "Sylvan Spring," 
:nd Ferns," "Where to Find Ferns." 

■fshop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards 
icautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, 7^. 6c, 
>, l8f. 6d, and 2ls. New and Cheaper Edition, cloth, 31. 6d, 

|| Ivilfinnan {The\ By W. H. G. Kingston. With 

cations; Qoth, gilt edges, 7^. dd, ; plainer binding, plain 

nn {Bernard) Mutiny on Board the Ship " Leander." 

1 pcfit 8vo, gilt edges, numerous Illustrations, 7x. 6d, 

r. A.) Winning his Spurs. Numerous Illustrations. 
8vo, 51. 

^Cornet, of Horse; which see. 

{Rcher(} ^ . Preface by Austin Dobson. With 
ions m^ ' E. A. Abbey. 4to, gilt edges, 42J. 

jfa/ ; Deposition of an Eye-wiiness. J^^ 

ofjr By Victor Hugo. Crown 8Yo^6fc^ 
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HisUvy pfAmdaU Art Translated from the German of John 
WiKCKELMANN, by JoHN LoDGB, M.D. With Very numerous 
Pbites and niastnLtio&s. 2 vols., 8v<i>, 36^. 

— Em^lanJ. Set GuizoT. 

— — • JSft^isA Literature. See Scherr. 

I^askwm^ . Coloured Plates. 285. See Challamel. 

Frmee. See Guizor. 

' J^ussieu See Rambaud. 

Mertkant Shining, See Lindsay. 

Umited States. See Bryant, 

Hist*»ry andPrindfies of IVeatnngby Hand and by Poiuer, With 
serend hundred lUnstratioDs. By Alf&ed Barlow. Royal 8vo, 
doth extra, lA 5j. Second Edition. 

intit^Mon {Fronds) Public Life of the Right Hon. Benjamin 
Disraeli, Earl of Beaconsfield. New Edition, with Portrait Crown 
8TO»5r.6d: 

Holnus (a JF.) The Poetical Works of Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
In 2 vols., iSmo, exauisitely printed, and chastely bound in limp 
doth, gilt tops, lor. 6Jt 

Hoppus {y, L>.) Pii^rside Papers. 2 vols., 12^. 

Hovgaard {A.) See ** Nordenskiold's Voyage." 8vo, 211. 

Hotu I Crossed Africa : from the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean, 
Through Unknown Countries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi 
Affluents, &c.— Vol I., The King's Rifle. Vol. II., The Coillard 
Family. By Major Serpa Pinto. With 24 full-page and 118 half- 
page and smaller Illustrations, 13 small Maps, and I large one. 
2 vols., demy Svo, doth extra, 42^. 

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By William Blaikie. 

A Manual of Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises. 
With Illustrations, small post 8vo, $s, 

Hugo ( Victor) ''Ninety-Three:* Illustrated. Crown Svo, 6s. 
Toilers of the Sea. Crown Svo. Illustrated, 6s. ; fancy 

boards, 2x. ; doth, 2j. 6d. ; on large paper with all the original 
Illustrations, los. (ki. 



and his Times. Translated from the French of A. 

Barbou by Ellen E. Frewer. 120 Illustrations, many of them 
from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal 8vo^ cloth extra, 
24r. 



See " History oi a Cime^" 
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Hundred Greatest Men {T7ie), 8 portfolios, 21s, each, or 4 

vols., half-morocco, gilt edges, 12 guineas, containing 15 to 20 

Portraits each. See below. 

"Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. are about to issue an important ' International' 
work, entitled, 'THE HUNDRED GREATEST MEN;' beinz the Lives and 
Portraits of the xoo Greatest Men of Histoiy, divided into Eight Classes, each Class 
to form a Monthly Quarto Volume. The Introductions to the volumes are to be 
written by recognized authorities on the different subjects, the English contributors 
being Dean Stanley, Mr. Matthew Arnold, Mr. Froude, and Professor Max 
MOller: in Germany, Professor Helmholtz; in France, MM. Taine and 
Ren AN ; and in America, Mr. Emerson. The Portraits are to be Reproductions 
from fine and rare Steel Engnying^**— Academy, 

Hygiene and Public Health (A Treatise on). Edited by A. H. 
Buck, M.D. Illustrated by numerous Wood Engravings. In 2 
royal 8vo vols., cloth. One guinea each. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer, See 

BiCKERSTETir. 



TLL USTRA TED Text-Books of Art-Education, Edited by 
■^ Edward J. Poynter, R.A. Each Volume contains numerous Illus- 
trations, and is strongly bound for the use of Students, price 5^. The 
Volumes now ready are : — 

PAINTING. 

French and Spanish. 



Engrllsh and American. 



Classic and Italian. By Percy 

R. Head. 
German, Flemish, and Dutch. 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Classic and Early Christian. 

Gh)thic and Benaissance. By T. Roger Smith. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique : Egryptian and Greek. | Benaissance and Uodem. 
Italian Sculptors of the 14th and 15th Centuries. 

ORNAMENT. 

Decoration in Colour. | Architectural Ornament. 

Illustrated Dictionary {An) of Words used in Art and 
Archaeology. Explaining Terms frequently used in Works on 
Architecture, Arms, Bronzes, Christian Art, Colour, Costiime, Deco- 
ration, Devices, Emblems, Heraldry, Lace, Personal Ornaments, 
Pottery, Painting, Sculpture, &c., with their Derivations. By J. W. 
MOLLETT, B.A., Officier de instruction Publique (France); Author 
of * * Life of Rembrandt,'* &c. Illustrated with 600 Wood Engravings. 
Small 4to, strongly bound in cloth, 15^. 

In my Indian Garden. By Phil Robinson, Author of " Under 
the Punkah." With a Preface by Edwin Arnold, M. A., C.S.I., &c 
Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 4th Edition, 3^. 6d, 
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Irving ( Washington), Complete Library Edition of his Works 

in 27 Vols., Copyright, Unabridged, and with the Autlior*s Latest 
Revisions^ called the " Geoffrey Crayon " Edition, handsomely priDted 
in large square 8vo, on superfine laid paper, and each volume, of 
about 500 pages, vnli be fully Illustrated. 12s, 6d. per voL See also 
" Little Britam." 

» ■ ■ — (" American Men of Letters.") 2s. 6d, 



^AMES (C) Curiosities of Law and Lawyers, 8vo, 

J *15, 6d, 

Johnson {O.) William Uoyd Garrison and his Times, Crown 
Svo, I2J. 6d, 

Jones {Major) The Emigrants Friend, A Complete Guide to 
the United States. New Edition, zs, 6d, 



T^EMPIS {Tlwmas a) Daily Text-Book. Square i6mo, 
I*' zs, dd, \ interleaved as a Birthday Book, 3J. (td, 

Kingston (W. If. G.). See ''Snow-Shoes," "Child of the 

Cavern," **Two Supercargoes," "With Axe and Rifle," "B^;um's 
Fortune," ** Heir of Kilfinnan," "Dick Cheveley.»' Each vol., ^i-ith 
very numerous Illustrations, square crown i6m0| gilt edges, Js.6d.; 
plamer binding, plain edges, 5^. * 



T ADY Silverdal^s Sweetheart, 6s, See Black. 

Lanier. See " Bo/s Froissart," " King Arthur," &c. 
Lansdell {H.) Tlirough Siberia. 2 vols., demy Svo, $os. ; New 

Edition, very numerous illustrations, Svo, i^s. 

Larden ( W^ School Course on Heat. Illustrated, crown Svo, 5^. 

Lathrop {G. P.) In the Distance. 2 vols., crown Svo, 2\s. 

Lectures on Architecture, By E. Viollet-le-Duc. Translated 
by Benjamin Bucknall, Architect. With 33 Steel Plates and 200 
Wood Engravings. Super-royal Svo, leather back, gilt top, with 
complete Index, 2 vols., 3/. 3J. 

Leyland {R. W.) A Holiday in South Africa. Crown Svo 

I2s, 6d, 
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Library of Religious Poetry, A Collection of the Best Poems 
of all Ages and Tongues. Edited by Philip Schaff, D.D., LL.D., 
and Arthur Oilman, M. A. Royal 8vo, 1036 pp., cloth extra, g*lt 
edges, 21J.; re-issue in cheaper binding, lor. dd, 

Lindsay ( W, ■ S.) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancietit 
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols.', 
demy 8vo, cloth extra. Vols, i and 2, i is, ; vols. 3 and 4, I4r. each. 
4 vols, complete for $os. 

Little Britain ; together with The Spectre Bridegroom, and A 
Legend of Sleepy Hollow. By Washington Irving. An entirely 
New Edition de luxe, specially suitable for Presentation. Illustrated 
by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr. J. D. Cooper. 
Designed hy Mr. Charles 0. Murray. Ke-issue, square crown 
8vo, cloth, dr. 

Long {Mrs, W, H, C) Peace and War in the Transvaal. 
i2mo, y, td, 

Lorna Doone, 6^., 31X. 6^., 35 j. See " Blackmore." 

Laufs Select Novelets, Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. td. 

each. 

Priends! a Duet By E. S. Phelps, Author of "The Gates 
Ajar." 

Baby Bue : Her Adventures and Misadventures, her Friends 
and her Enemies. By Charles M. Clay. 

The Story of Helen Troy. 
** A pleasant book.'*— rrn^/A. 

The Clients of Dr. Bemasrius. From the French of LuciEN 
Biart, by Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

The Undiscovered Country. By W, D. Howells. 

A Qentleman of Leisure. By Edgar Fawcett. 

Lou^s Standard Library of Travel and Adventure, Crown 8vo, 
bound uniformly in doth extra, price Is, 6d,, except where price ig 
given. 

1. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

2. The Wild North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

3. How I found Livingrstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. Througrh the Dark Continent. By H. M. Stanley. 12s. 6d, 

5. The Threshold of the Unknown Begrion. By C. R. Mark- 

ham. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, 10s. 6d,) 

6. Cruise of the ChaUen^er. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

7. Bumaby's On Horseback througrh Asia Minor, los, 6d, 

8. Schweinfurth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., 1 51. 

9. Uarshall's Through America. 
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Z^TO/V Standard Novels, Crown 8vo, 6s, each, cloth extra. 

Work. A Story of Experience. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

A Daugrhter of Heth. By W. BLACK. 

In Silk AUire. By W. Black. 

Kilmeny. A Novel. By W. Black. 

I«ady Silverdale's Sweetheart. By W. Black. 

Sunrise. By \V. Black. 

Three Feathers. By William Black. 

Alice Lorraine. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Ohristowell, a Dartmoor Tale. By R. D. BLACKMORr, 

Clara Vaugrhan. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Cradock Nowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Cripps the Carrier. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Brema ; or, My Father's Sin. By R. D. Blackmore, 

Lorna Doone. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Hary Anerley. By R. D. Blackmore. 

An Engrlish Squire. By Miss Coleridge. 

Histress Judith. A Cambridgeshire Story. By C. C. Fraser- 

Tytler. 
A Story of the Dragronnades ; or, Asylum Christ!. By the Rev. 

E. GiLLIAT, M.A. 
A Laodicean. By Thomas Hardy. 
Far from the Madding: Crowd. By Thomas Hardy. 
The Hand of Ethelberta. By Thomas Hardy. 
The Trumpet Major. By Thomas Hardy. 
Three Recruits. By Joseph Hatton. 
A Golden Sorrow. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. New Edition. 
Out of Court. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 
History of a Crime: The Story of the Coup d']!:tat. Victor 

Hugo. 
Ninety-Three. By Victor Hugo. Illustrated. 
Adela Cathcart. By George Mac Donald. 
Guild Court. By George Mac Donald. 
Mary Marston. By George Mac Donald. 
Stephen Archer, New Edition of "Gifts." By George Mac 

Donald. 
The Vicar*s Daugrhter. By George Mac Donald. 
Weighed and Wantingr. By George Mac Donald. 

[_ln the Ptcss, 
Diano. By Mrs. Macquoid. 
Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. 
My Lady Greensleeves. By Helen Mathers. 
John Holdsworth. By W. Clark Russell. 
A Sailor's Sweetheart. By W. Clark Russell. 
"Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. Clark Russell. 
The Afghan Knife. By R. A. Sterndale. 
My Wife and I. By Mrs. Beecher Stowe. 
Pogranuc People, Their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. B. Stowe. 
Bqh Hut : a Tale ot tT[i© Christ. By Lew. Wallace. 
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L(ya/s Handbook to the Charities of London (AnmiaT), Edited 

and revised to date by C. Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of "A Guide 
to the Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c, . Paper, u.; clotli, 
I J. 6^. 



'AJA C DONALD (G.) Orts. Small post 8vo, ds. 

See also " Low's Standard Novels." 

Macgregor {John) ^^ Rob Roy^^ on the Baltic. 3rd Edition, 

small post 8vo, is, 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 3^. 6d. 

A Tiiousand Miles in the ^^ Rob Roy^^ Canoe, nth 

Edition, small post 8vo, 2J. 6^. ; cloth, gilt edges, 3^. (id. 

Description of the " Rob Roy " Canoe, With Plans, 



&c., i^. 



— -^ — The Voyage Alone in the Yawl ^^ Rob Roy,** New 

Edition, thoroughly revised, with additions, small post 8vo, ^s. ; 
boards, 2s, 6d, 

Macqtwid{Mrs,). See Low's Standard Novels. 

Magazine, See Harper, Union Jack, The Etcher, Men 
OF Mark. 

Magyarland, A Narrative of Travels through the Snowy Car- 
pathians, and Great Alfold of the Magyar. By a Fellow of the Car- 
pathian Society (Diploma of 1881), and Author of" The Indian Alps." 
2 vols., 8vo, cloth extra, with about 120 Woodcuts from the Author's 
own sketches and drawings, 381. 

Manitoba : its History, Growth, and Present Position, By the 
Rev. Professor Bryce, Principal of Manitoba College, Winnipeg. 
Crown 8vo, with Illustrations and Maps, 7j. dd, 

Markham {C, R.) The Threshold of the Unknotvn Region, 
Crown 8vo, with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, loj. dd, 

Markham {C, R.) War beitveen Peru and Chili, 1879-1881. 
Crown 8vo, with four Maps, &c. \In preparation, 

Marshall {W, G,) Through America, New Edition, crown 
8vo, with about 100 Illustrations, 7j. 6d, - 

Martin {y, W) Float Fishing and Spinning in the Nottingham 

Style. Crown 8vo,. 2s, 6d, 

Marvin {Charles) The Russian Advance towards India. 
8vo, 16^. -.^ 
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Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 

Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former 
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown 8vo, 6j, 

Memoirs of Madame de Remusat, 1802 — 1808. By her Grand- 
son, M. Paul de Remusat, Senator. Translated by Mrs. Cashel 
HoEY and Mr. John Lillie. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This 
work was written by Madame de Remusat during the time she 
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine, 
and is full of revelations respecting the private life of Bonaparte, and 
of men and politics of the first years of the century. Revelations 
which have already created a great sensation in Paris. 8vo, 2 vols., 32J. 

See also " Selection." 

Minus (366, one for each day of the year). Each M^nu is given 

in French and English, with the recipe for making every dish 
mentioned. Translated from the French of Count Brisse, by Mrs. 
Matthew Clarke. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

Men of Mark: a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most 
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica- 
tion, price IS, 6d. monthly. Vols. I. to VII., handsomely bound, 
cloth, gilt edges, 25J. each. 

Mendelssohn Family {The), 1729 — 1847. From Letters and 
Journals. Translated from the German of Sebastian Hensel. 
3rd Edition, 2 vols., demy 8vo, 3af. 

Michael Strogoff. See Verne. 

Mitford {Miss). See " Our Village." 

Modern Etchings of Celebrated Paintings, 4to, 3 if. 6d. 

Mollett {y, W.) Illustrated Dictionary of Words used in Art 
and Archaeology. Small 4to, 15 j. 

Morley {H,) English Literature in the Reign of Victoria. The 
2000th volume of the Tauchnitz Collection of Authors. i8mo, 2j. 6</. 

Music. See " Great Musicians." 



ATARRATIVES of State Trials in the Nineteenth Century. 

* ^ First Period : From the Union with Ireland to the Death of 
George IV., 1801— 1830. By G. Lathom Browne, of the Middle Temple, 
Barrister-at-Law. 2nd Edition, 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 2dr. 

Nature and Fu?ictions of Art {The) ; and more especially of 
Architecture. By Leopold Eidlitz. Medium 8vo, cloth, 2ij. 

JVaval Brigade in South Africa (The). By Henry F, Nor- 
BURY, C. B., R.N. CtONVii ^vo, doV\i e?\T^, \os. (id. 
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New Child's Flay (A). Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B. Beauti- 
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, I2s. 6d. 

Newfoundland. By Fraser Rae. See "From Newfound- 
land." 

New Novels. Crown 8vo, cloth, los, 6d. per vol. : — 

The GranvilleB. By the Hon. E. Talbot. 3 vols. 

One of XTs. By E. Randolph. 

Weigrhed and Wantinsr. By George Mac Donald. 3 vols. 

Castle Warlock. By George Mac Donald. 3 vols. 

Under the Downs. By £. Gilliat. 3 vols. 

A Strangrer in a Strangre Ijand. By Lady Clay. 3 vols. 

The Heart of Erin. By Miss Owens Blackburn. 3 vols. 

A Chelsea Householder. 3 vols. 

Two on a Tower. By Thomas Hardy. 3 vols. 

The I^dy Maud. By \V. Clark Russell. 3 vols. 

Nice and Her Neighbours, By the Rev. Canon Hole, Author 

of ** A Book about Roses," ** A Little Tour in Ireland," &c Small 
4to, with numerous choice Illustrations, I2J. 6^. 

Noah's Ark, A Contribution to the Study of Unnatural History. 
By Phil Robinson. Small post 8vo, 12s. 6d. 

Noble Words and Noble Deeds. From the French of E. Muller. 
Containing many Full-page Illustrations by Philippoteaux. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, 71. 6d, ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5j. 

Nordenskiolds Voyage around Asia and Europe. A Popular 
Account of the North-East Passage of the ** Vega." By Lieut. A. 
Hovgaard, of the Royal Danish Navy, and member of the ** Vega" 
Expedition. 8vo, with about 50 Illustrations and 3 Maps, 21s, 

Nordhoff {C,) Calif omia^ for Healthy Pleasure^ and Residence. 
New Edition, 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, \2s, 6^. 

Nothing to Wear; and Two Millions, By W. A. Butler. 

New Edition. Small post 8vo, in stiff coloured wrapper, is. 

Nursery Playmates {Prince of ), 217 Coloured Pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, dr. 

r)FF to the Wilds : A Story for Beys. By G. Manvillb 

^ Fenn. Profusely Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 7j. 6</. 

Old-Fashioned Girl. See Alcott. 

On Horseback through Asia Minor. By Capt. Fred Burnaby. 

2 vols., 8vo, 38J. Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, lor. (id. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven, Edited by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds, Fcap., cloth extra, 
New Edition — the 3rd, with Illustrations, 5^. 
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Our Village. By Mary Russell Mitford. Illustrated with 

Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts. 
Crown 4to, dotfa^ gilt edges, 21^. ; cheaper binding, \os, 6d, 

Our Woodland Trees. By F* G. Heath. Large post 8vo, 

doth, gilt edges, uniform with ** Fern World " and " Fern Paradise," 
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every 
Briti^ Tree) and 20 Woodcuts, doth, gilt edges, 12s, 6d. New 
Edition. About 600 pages. 

Outlines of Ornament in all Styles. A Work of Reference for 
the Architect, Art Manufacturer, Decorative Artist, and Practical 
Painter. By W. and G. A. Audsley, Fellows of the Ro)ral Institute 
of British Architects. Only a limited number have been printed and 
the stones destroyed. Small folio, 60 plates, with introductory text, 
cloth gilt, 3 1 J. 6r/. 

pALLISER (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the Earliest 

■^ Period. A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, 
upwards of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs, i voL, 8vo, i/. \s, 

' Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries. 8vo, i/. i^. 

The China Collector's Pocket Companion. With up- 
wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. 2nd Edition, 
with Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, $s. 

Pathways of Palestine : a Descriptive Tour through the Holy 
Land. By the Rev. Canon Tristram. Illustrated with 44 per- 
manent Photographs. (The Photographs are large, and most perfect 
Specimens of the Art.) Vols. I. and II., folio, gUt edges, 31J. ^, 
each. 

Peasant Life in the West of England. By Francis George 

Heath, Author of " Sylvan Spring,*' " The Fern World." Crown 
8vo, 400 pp. (with Facsimile of Autograph Letter from Lord 
Beaconsfield to the Author, written December 28, 1880), lOr. (yi. 

Petites Leqons de Conversation et de Grammaire: Oral and 
Conversational Method ; the most Useful Topics of Conversation. 
By F. JULIEN. Cloth, 3J. dd. 

Photography {History and Handbook of). See Tissandier. 

Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism. By J. E. H. 
Gordon, B.A. With about 200 coloured, full-page, and other 
Illustrations. 2 vols., 8vo. New Edition. \In preparaiim. 

Poems of tJie Inner Life. Chiefly from Modem Authors. 

Small 8vo, ^s. 

Poganuc People: their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. Beecher 
Stowe. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 
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Folar Expeditions, See Koldij;wey,"Markham, MacGahan, 

NaRES, and NORDENSKIOLD. 

Poynter {Edward J,, R.A). See « Illustrated Text-books.** 
Prudence: a Story of Esthetic London. By Lucy K Lillie. 

Small 8vo, Sj. 

Publisher^ Circular {The\ and General Record of British and 
Foreign Literature. Published on the 1st and 15th of every Month, yl. 

Pyrenees {The), By Henry Blackburn, With 100 Illustra- 
tions by Gustave Dor4 corrected to 1881. Crown 8vo, p. 6d. 

J?AE (E) Newfotmdland. See " From." 

Redford {G,) Ancient Sculpture. Crown 8vo, 5^. 
Reid {T. W,) Land of the Bey. Post 8vo, 10^. 6d. 
Remusat {Madame de). See " Memoirs of," " Selectioa" 
Richter {Jean Paul). The Literary Works of Leonardo da 

Vinci. Containing his Writings on Painting, Sculpture, and Archi- 
tecture, his Philosophical Maxims, Humorous Writings, and Miscel- 
laneous Notes on Personal Events, on his Contemporaries, on Litera- 
ture, &c. ; for the first time published from Autograph Manuscripts. 
By J. P. Richter, Ph. Dr., Hon, Member of the Royal and Imperial 
Academy of Rome, &c. 2 vols., imperial 8vo, containing about 200 
Drawings in Autotype Reproductions, and numerous other Illustrations. 
Price Eight Guineas to Subscribers. After publication the price will 
be Twelve Guineas. 



■ — Italian Art in the National Gallery. 4to. Illustrated. 
Cloth gilt, 2/. 2s.\ half-morocco, uncut, 2/. 12s, 6d, 

Robinson {Phil). See " In my Indian Garden," " Under the 
Punkali, " * * Noah's A rk, " ' * Sinners and Samts." 

Rose {y.) Complete Practical Machinist New Edition, lamo, 
1 2 J. 6d. 

Rose Library {TJie). Popular Literature of all Countries. Each 
volume, ij. ; cloth, 2.5, 6d, Many of the Volumes are Illustrated — 
Iiittle Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

Little Wom-en Wedded. Forming a Sequel to " Little Women." 
Little HCen. By L. M. Alcott. Dble. vol., 2s. ; cloth gilt, 3^. 6d. 
An Old-Fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. Double vol., 

2s,; cloth, 3J. 6d. 
Work. A Story of Experience. By L. M. Alcott. 
Begrinningr Ag-ain. Sequel to "Work." By L. M. Alcott. 
8towe (Mrs. H. B.) The Pearl of Orr's Island. 
' The Minister's Wooing. 
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Rose Library {continued) : — 

Stowe (Krs. H. B.) We and our Kelfirbboimi. Double vol., 2s 
doth, 3^. 6d. 

— Ky Wife and I. Double vol^ 2s. ; cloth gilt, y, 6d. 

Hans Blinker ; or, the Silver Skates. By Mrs. Dodge. 

Ky Study Windows. By J. R. Lowell. 

The Guardian AnffeL By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

Ky Summer in a Garden. By C. D. Warner. 

Dred. Mrs. Beecher Stowe, Dble. vol, 2j. ; doth gilt, y. 6d, 

Farm Ballads. By Will Carleton. 

Farm Festivals. By Will Carleton. 

Farm lioerenda. By Will Carleton. 

The Clients of Dr. Bernagius. 2 parts, is, each. 

The Undiscovered Country. By W. D. Howells. 

Baby Bue. By C. M. Clay. 

The Bose in Bloom. By L. M. Alcott. 2s. ; doth gilt, 3^. 6d» 

Biffht Cousins. By L. M. Alcott. 2f. ; doth gilt, 3^. 6iL 

Under the I<ilacs. By L. M. Alcott. 2s. ; doth gilt, 3^. 6ti. 

SUver Pitchers. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

Jemmy's Cruise in the "Pinafore," and other Tales. By 

Louisa M. Alcott. 2s.; doth gUt, 3^. 6d, 
Jack and JiU. By Louisa M. Alcoti*. 2s.; doth gilt, 3r. Cd. 
Hitherto. By the Author of the " Gayworthys." 2 vols., is. each. 
Friends : a Duet. By £. Stuart Phelps. 
A Gentleman of Leisure. A Novel. By Edgar Fawcett. 
The Story of Helen Troy. 

Round the Yule Log: Norwegian Folk and Fairy Tales, 
Translated from the Norwegian of P. Chr. Asbjornsen. With 100 
Illustrations after drawings by Norwegian Artists, and an Introduction 
by E. W. Gosse. Imperial i6mo, doth extra, gilt edges, 'js. 6d, 

Rousselet {Louis) Son of the Constable of France, Small post 
8vo, numerous Illustrations, 5^. 

•^— — - The Drummer Boy: a Story of the Days of Washington, 
Small post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, 5^. 

Russell ( W, Clark) The Lady Maud, 3 vols., crown 8vo, 

3IJ. (id, 

■ See also Low's Standard Novels and Wreck. 

Russell {W, H.^ LL,D,) Hesperothen: Notes from the Western 
World. A Record of a Ramble through part of the United States, 
Canada, and the Far West, in the Spring and Summer of 1881. By 
W. H. Russell, LL.D. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24^. 

The Tour of the Prince of Wales in India, By 

W. H. Russell, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by Sydney P. Hall, 
M.A. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 52J. td,\ Large 
Paper Edition, 84J. 

Jlussian Literature, See "Turner." ^^ 
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^AINTS and their Symbols : A Companion in the Churches 
•^ and Picture Galleries of Europe. With Illustrations. Royal i6mo, 
cloth extra, 3^. 6d* 

Scherr {Prof, y.) History of English Literature. Translated 
from the German. Crown Svo, 8x. td. 

Schuyler {Eugene), The Life of Peter the Great, By Eug&ne 
Schuyler, Author of "Turkestan," 2 vols., demy 8vo. 

\In preparation, 

Scott {Leader) Renaissance of Art in Italy, 4to, 31J. dd. 
Selection from the Letters of Madame de Remusat to her Husband 

and Son, from 1804 to 181 3. From the French, by Mrs. Cashel 
HoEY and Mr. John Lillie. In i vol., demy 8vo (uniform with 
the "Memoirs of Madame de Remusat," 2 vols.), cloth extra, l6x. 

Senior {Nassau JV,) Conversations and journals in Egypt and 

Malta. 2 vols., 8vo, 24r. 

These volumes contain conversations with Said Pasha, Achim Bey, 
Hekekyan Bey, the Patriarch, M, De Lesseps, M. St. Hilaire, 
Sir Frederick Bruce, Sir Adrian Dingli, and many other remark* 
able people. 

Seonee : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in 
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. Sterndale, F.R.G.S. 8vo, 
with mmierous Illustrations, 2ix. 

Shadbolt (^S.) The Afghan Campaigns of 1878— 1880. By 
Sydney Shadbolt, Joint Author of ** The South African Campaign 
of 1879." 2 vols., royal quarto, cloth extra, 3/. 3j, 

Shooting: its Appliances, Practice, and Purpose, By James 

Dalziel Dougall, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of "Scottish Field 

Sports," &c New Edition, revised with additions. Crown 8vOy 

cloth extra, 7x. dd, 

"The book is admirable in every way. .... We wish it every success."— (7^<9^. 

"A very complete treatise Likely to take high rank as an authority oa 

shooting."-— i?ai^ News* 

Sikes { Wirt). Rambles and Studies in Old South Wales, With 
numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, i8r. 

Silent Hour {The), See " Gentle Life Series." 

Silver Sockets {The); and other Shadows of Redemption, 
Eighteen Sermons preached in Christ Church, Hampstead, by the 
Rev. C. H. Waller. Small post 8vo, cloth, dr. 

Sinners and Saints: a Tour across the United States of 
America, and Round them. By Phil Robinson. [In the Press, 

Sir Roger de Coverley, Re-imprinted from the "Spectator." 
With 125 Woodcuts, and steel Frontispiece specially designed and 
engraved for the Work. Small fcap. 4to, 6s, 
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Smith (G,) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries. By the late 
George Smith. Illcistrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy 
8vo, 6th Edition, i8j. 

■ The CJialdean Account of Genesis, By the late G. 

Smith, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum. 
With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 6th Edition, idr. 
An entirely New Edition, completely revised and re-written by the 
Rev. Professor Sayce, Queen's College, Oxford. Demy 8vo, i8j. 

Smith {y. Moyr\ See "Ancient Greek Female Costume." 

Snow-Shoes and Canoes ; or^ the Adventures of a Fur-Hunter 
in the Hudson's Bay Territory. By W. H. G. Kingston. • 2nd 
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Square <;rown 8vo, doth 
extra, gilt edges, 7/. dd, ; plainer binding, 5^. 

South African Campaign^ 1879 {Thi)* Compiled by J. P. 
MACKINNON (formerly 72nd H^hlanders), and S. H. Shadbolt; 
and dedicated, by permission, to Field-Marshal H.R.H. The Duke 
of Cambridge. Containing a portrait and biography of every officer 
killed in the campaign. 4to, handsomely bound in cloth extra, 2/. lOf. 

South Kensington Museum, Vol. II., 2 \s. 

Stack {E,) Six Months in Persia, 2 vols., crown 8vo, 24X. 

Stanley {H, M.) How I Found Livingstone, Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7j. dd, ; large Paper Edition, loj. dd, 

■ ^^ My Kalulu^ Prince ^ King^ and Slave, A Story 
from Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp. , with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, *js, 6d. 

Coomassie and Magdala, A Story of Two British 

Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, idr. 

Through the Dark Continent. Cheaper Edition, 



crown 8vo, \2s, 6d, 
State Trials. See " Narratives." 

Stenhouse (Mrs.) An Englishwoman in Utah, Crown 8vo, 2s, 6d. 

Stoker (Bram) Under the Sunset. Crown Svo, 6^. 

Stoty without an End, From the German of Carov^ by the late 
Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 4to, with 15 Exquisite Drawings 
by E. V. B., printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the original Water 
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, 7^. 6d. 

square 4to, with Illustrations by Harvey, zs, 6d. 

Stowe (Mrs, Beecher) Dred. Cheap Edition, boards, ax. Cloth, 
gilt edges, 3^. 6d. 
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Stowe {Mrs Beecher) Footsteps of the Master, With Illustrations 
and red borders. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 



Geography y with 60 Illustrations, Square cloth, 45. 6^. 
Little Foxes. Cheap Edition, \s,\ Library Edition, 



4^. 6^. 

Bettys Bright Idea. is. 



Jldy Wife and I; or^ Harry Hendersor^s History. 

Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6j.* 

Minister's Wooing. 5^.; Copyright Series, \s. 6d,; cl., 2s.* 

Old Town Folk. 6s. ; Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d. 

Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra, 3^. 6d. 

— r— Our Folks at Poganuc. 6s. 

We and our Neighbours, i vol., small post 8vo, 6s. 



Sequel to **My Wife and I."* 

Pink and White Tyranny. Small post Svo, 3J. 6d. 



Cheap Edition^ is. 6d. and 2s. 

Queer Little People, is. ; cloth, 2s. 

Chimney Comer, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

The Pearl of Orr^s Island. Crovm Svo, 5 j.* 



" Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 

Chromo-litliographs and about 200 pages of Letterpress. Demy 
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2^s, 

Studenfs French Examiner. By F. Julien, Author of " Petites 

Le9ons de Conversation et de Grammaire." Square cr. Svo, cloth, 2s. 

Studies in the Theory of Descent By Dr. Aug. Weismann, 
Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by 
Raphael Meldola, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society 
of London. Part I. — "On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies," 
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. Edwards, of 
Coalburgh. With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub- 
scribers for the whole work only), &r. ; Part II. (6 coloured plates), i6j. ; 
Part III., 6s. Complete, 2 vols., 40J.' 

Surgeon^ s Handbook on tJie Treatment of Wounded in War. By 

Dr. PRIEDRICH EsMARCii, Surgeon-Gcneral to the Prussian Army. 

Numerous Coloured Plates and Illustrations, Svo, strongly bound, 

I/. 8j. 

* Set also Rose Library, 
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Sylvan Spring. By Francis George Heath. Illustrated by 

12 Coloured Plat^ drawn by F. E. Hulme, F.L.S., Artist and 
Author of ** Familiar Wild Flowers;" by i6 full-page, and more than 
100 other Wood Engravings. Large post 8vo, doth, gUt edges, I2s.6d, 

Z^AHITL By Lady Brassey, Author of the " Voyage of 
the Sunbeam." With 31 Autotype Illustrations after Photos, by 
Colonel Stuart-Wortley. Fcap. 4to, very tastefully bound, 2U. 

Tainc (If. A) " Les Origjines de la France Contemporaine!* 
Translated by John Durand. 

Vol. I. The Ancient Be^me. Demy 8vo, cloth, i6x. 
Vol. 2. The French Bevolution. Vol. i . do. 
VoL 3. Bo. do. Vol. 2. do. 

lauchnitz^s English Editions of German Authors, Each 
volume, cloth flexible, zs, ; or sewed, is, 6d, (Catalogues post free 
on application.) 

— • (B,) German and English Dictionary. • Cloth, is. 6d.\ 

roan, 2s. 

French and English Dictionary. Paper, is. 6d.; 



cloth, 2J.; roan, 2s. 6d. 

Italian and English Dictionary. Paper, is. 6d.; cloth,' 



2s, ; roan, 2s. 6d, 

- Spanish and English. Paper, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2 J. ^ roan, 



2s. 6d, 

Taylor {fV, M) Paul the Missionary. Crown 8vo, 7^. 6d. I 

Thausing (Prof.) Preparation of Malt and the Fabrication of 
Beer. 8vo, 45J. 

TJwmas a Kempis. See " Birthday Book." 

Thompson {Emma) Wit and Wisdom of Don Quixote. Fcap. 
8vo, 3J. 6d. 

Thoreau. By Sanborn. (American Men of Letters.) Crown 
8vo, 2s, 6d. 

Through America ; or, Nine Months in the United States. By 
W. G. Marshall, M.A. With nearly 100 Woodcuts of Views of 
Utah country a^nd the famous Yosemite Valley ; The Giant Trees, 
New York, Niagara, San Francisco, &c. ; containing a full account 
of Mormon Life, as noted by the Author during his visits to Salt Lake 
City in 1878 and 1879. Demy 8vo, 21s. ; cheap edition, crown 8vo, 
7^. 6d. 

Through the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile; Around 
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By H. M. Stanley. 
Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the IllustratioDS and Maps, 

12S, 6d. 
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Through Siberia. By the Rev. Henry Lansdell. Illustrated 

with about 30 Engravings, 2 Route Maps, and Photograph of the 
Author, in Fish*skin Costume of the Gilyaks on the I^wer Amur. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, 30*. Cheaper Edition, i vol., 15J. 

Tour of the Prince of Wales in India, See Russell. 

Trees and Ferns, By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 

edges, with numerous Illustrations, 3^. dd. 
** A charming little volume." — Land attd Water. 

Tristram (Rev, Canon) Pathways of Palestine : A Descriptive 
Tour through the Holy Land. First Series. Illustrated by 44 Per- 
manent Photographs. 2 vols., folio, cloth extra, gilt edges, 31^. 6d, 
each. 

Turner (Edward) Studies in Russian Literature. (The Author 
is English Tutor in the University of St Petersburgh.) Crown 8vo, 
&f . 6d, 

Two Supercargoes {The) ; or. Adventures in Savage Africa. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7^. dd, ; plainer binding, 5^. 



TTNDER the Punkah. By Phil Robinson, Author of " In 

^ my Indian Garden." Crown 8vo, limp cloth, <^s. 

Union Jack {The), Every Boy's Paper, Edited by G. A. 
Henty and Bernard Heldmann. One Penny Weekly, Monthly td. 
Vol. I. , New Series. 

The Opening Numbers will contain : — 

Serial Stories. 

Straigrht : Jack Archer's Way in the World. By G. A. Henty. 
Spigrgrott's School Days : A Tale of Dr. Merriman's. By Cuthber r 

Bede. 
Sweet Flower ; or, Bed Skins and Pale Faces. By Percy B. 

St. John. 
Under the Meteor Flag:. By Harry Collingwood. 
The White Tigrer. By Louis Boussenard. Illustrated. 
A Couple of Scamps. By Bernard Heldmann. 
Also a Serial Story by R. Mountney Jephson. 

Vols. II. and III., 4to, is, 6d, ; gilt edges, Ss. 



1/INCENT (P.) Norsk, Lapp, and Finn. By Frank 
^ Vincent, Jun., Author of **Th6 Land of the White Elephant," 
"Through and Through the Tropics," &c. 8vo, cloth, with Frontis- 
piece and Map, izs, 

Vivian (A, P) Wanderings in the Western Land. 3rd Edition, 
los, 6d. 
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Savipson LoWy Marstoji, &* Co.'s List of Publications, 31 

TJ/AITARUNA: A Story of New Zealand Life, By 
'^'^ Alexander Bathgate, Author of "Colonial Experiences." 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 5^. 

Waller {Rev, C, H.) The Names on tJu Gates of Pearly 
and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6^. 

— — A Graynmar and Analytical Vocabulary of the Words in 
the Greek Testament. Compiled from Briider*s Concordance. For 
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classes. By the 
Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. Part I. The Grammar. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, 2J. dd. Part II. The Vocabulary, zs, 6d, 

Adoption and the Covenant, Some Thoughts on 



Confirmation. Super-royal i6nlo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 

See also " Silver Sockets." 



Wanderings South by East : a Descriptive Record of Four Years 
of Travel in the less known Countries and Islands of the Southern 
and Eastern Hemispheres. By Walter Coote. 8vo, with very 
numerous Illustrations and a Map, z\5, 

Warner (C, D.) Back-log Studies, Boards, u. 6d,] doth, 2s. 

Mummies and Moslems, 8vo, cloth, J2s. 

Washington Irving' s Little Britain. Square crown 8vo, 6^. 

Weaving, See *' History and Principles." 

Webster. (American Men of Letters.) i8mo, 2s, 6d, 

Weismann {A^ Studies in the Theory of Descent. 2 vols., 8vo, 
4af. 

Where to Find Ferns, By F. G. Heath, Author of " The 
Fern World,*' &c. ; with a Special Chapter on the Ferns round 
London ; Lists of Fern Stations, and Descriptions of Ferns and Fern 
Habitats throughout the British Isles. Crown 8yo, cloth, price 3^. 

White {Rhoda E,) From Infancy to Womanhood. A Book of 
Instruction for Young Mothers. Crown 8vo, cloth, loj. 6d, 

White (R, G,) England Without and Within. New Edition, 

crown 8vo, los, 6d, 

Whitiier (/. G^ The King's Missive, and later Poems, iSmo, 
choice parchment cover, 3X. 6d. Tliis book contains all the Poems 
written by Mr. Whittier since the publication of ** Hazel Blossoms." 

. The Whittier Birthday Book, Extracts from the 

Author's writings, with Portrait and numerous Illustrations. Uniform 
with the "Emerson Birthday Book." Square i6mo, very choice 
binding, 3.% 6d. 



3 2 Sampson Low, Marston^ &* CoJs List of Publtcattont, 
Wild Flowers of Switzerland. 17 Coloured Plates. 4to. 

\In preparation. 

Williams {H. W.) Diseases of the Eye. 8vo, 215. 

WUls^ A Few Hints on Proving^ without Professional Assistana. 
Bv a Probate Court Official. 5th Edition, revised with Forms 
ot Wills, Residuary Accounts, && Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, is. 

Winks {W. F,) Lives of Illustrious Shoemakers. With eight 
Portraits. Crown 8vo, 7j. 6d^ 

With Axe and Rifle on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With numerous Illustrations, square crown Svo, doth 
extra, gilt edges, *js, 6d. ; plainer binding, 51. 

l^oolsey (C D,, LL,D.) Introduction to the Study of Inter- 

national Law ; designed as an Aid in Teaching and in Historical 
Studies. 5th Edition, demy Svo, i8j. 

Wruk of the Grosvenor. By W. Clark Russell, Author of 

"John Holdsworth, Chief Mate," " A Sailor's Sweetheart," &c 6s. 
Third and Cheaper Eklition. 

Wright (the late Pev. Henry) The Friendship of God. With 
Biographical Preface by the Rev. £. H. Bickersteth, Portrait, 
&& Crown Svo, 6s. 



XTRIARTE {Charles) Florence: its History. Translated by 
•* C. B. Pitman. Illustrated with 500 Engravings. Large imperial 
4to, extra binding, gilt edges, 63^. 

History ; the Medici ; the Humanists ; letters ; arts ; the Renaissance ; 
illustrious Florentines; Etruscan art; monuments; sculpture; painting. 
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